


















INITIATION 


With Babs, Jack had felt stupid and in¬ 
experienced. Now the situation was re¬ 
versed. He felt ten years older and wiser 
in the art'of making love than the teenage 
girl in his arms. 

He had learned from Babs many ways 
to orouse a womon. He remembered them 
oil. 

Ginny was breathing hard, trembling 
half with fright, half with the excitement 
of her first love. 

'nfou have to teach me. Jack," she said 
in a tiny voice. 

He took her into his arms. 

He missed die intoxication of making 
love with Babs. But Ginny's very innocence 
was a mystery, a promise . . . 
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THE evening was over except for some scattered chores 
and night lay ahead. Babs Duncan stared down at the 
warn), soapy water running between her fingers. Another 
lonely night with Art after the dishes were done. She 
wondered exactly when she had stopped getting sexual 
satisfaction from her husband. She looked up from the 
glAnining Idtchen sink and stared out the window into the 
darkness, I want love tonight, she thought. Involuntarily, 
she pressed her body against the sink. 

Had there been an exact time and place where love 
had died? Might it have been even seven years ago on her 
wedding night? Or had she never been in love with Art 
at aU? 

He came from the living room with another tray of 
empty glasses. 

Tliat s the last of them ” He placed the tray on the 
drainboard. “Great party, wasn’t it, hon? I enjoyed the 
Bordens. Interesting couple. We should include them 
next time." He gave her cheek an affectionate peck. “You 
were the perfect hostess as usual, Babs. Have a good 
time?” 

She choked back an impulse to scream. A peck on the 
cheek was a display of affection, from Art- He s cold. And 
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8 BOY-LOVER 

I’m becoming cold, too, she thought bitterly. If he’s too 
tired tonight. I’ll... 

She^forced herself to smile. “Of course I enjoyed the 
pa^. But inwardly- The hell I did. I was bored stiff. 

She shouldn’t have been, she realized. They had a circle 
of charming and interesting friends. And usually she 
enjoy^ them. But not tonight. Perhaps it was because the 
crowd was mostly Art’s age, in the late thirties. She was 
at least ten years younger than most of them. She wanted 
more f^ and a younger and livelier group for her parties. 

Maybe that’s what is wrong with Art and me. The age 
difference, ^e thought was a fleeting one. Age wls 
purely relative. She knew many people younger than her¬ 
self who were already old. And on the other hand she 
had met men in their forties who were somehow young. 

she thought bitterly, watching him from the comer 
o her ^e, was one of those men who had been bom old. 
He TOuld not do anything that wasn’t utterly logical and 
sensible. Is &at why he bores me so? If only just once, 
just once, he’d do something unpredictable, or human, or 
make a mistake... 

“Can I help you with this mess?” he asked, indicating 
the clutter on the drainboard. 

She knew his good qualities. He was considerate, even- 
tem^red, Md a good provider. And, after all, she loved 
her big modem home. Maybe you couldn’t expect secu- 
nty ^d the grand passion, too. She felt a stab of guilt at 
her disloyal thoughts. Am I just selflsh? 

Thanks I can manage. Art. Why don’t you take your 
shower and get ready for bed? You look tired." 

P"* beautifully. 

The dutiful, cheerful, young wife. Probably not one 
person at the party suspected that you’re a bundle of 
teme nerves, ready to snap. But, perhaps tonight, in 

"Well, I guess I will." He yawned. “Got a big day to- 
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mit, to go ahead on that nw, ,P ^ - g^iH yawn- 

Sg heirthSrsle fini^ed the party dishes and 

began ha ^ ^ be, „,«> cocktail 

toglo k. f »ff SrSUhe abipped oE b» 
dress and hung it m a „„nn„e Naked she hunted 

gl'a^d towa^rthTbia’fLhng h^r 

^^"rri^SfnXrJ^.^ 

ntacain^ »- •» 0.e »*■ 
o.ek 

of rocka. And it 1^ ^»»» »' 0>»“ 

„en »ho had a te’3 

Uttlo a« drive. Hk t towaafpetfnncKny 

estate development pro,^. ^ 

tog that he ^ "““O M tl^™ seerm-blnoded 

And sbo, on the ^e, h^was a v^ „ 

Sr droTfi^i:”.^ . night-^e-^ night, sh. felt, 
right at this moment 

f h^L7ko«n befote hev dressing mirror and hmshed 
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her auburn hair until it slowed like fim ci. j ■ 
tog cream to remove hi 

clean and fresh, she i, j • ^' , toce was 

«(*a,d^SiS 1**““ i«“ of lip. 

«.d bpiopiZl^^ Se •” ■■" "«*- 

K;. 

;s^«“£LT.fe“„r»^: tzrl 

e t, insisted of a series of predictable little habite ^ ^ 

shekel dol 

Hveman. Babs thou^t. Evrift^lTt 

teie r*®***- ^y at IZ 

emples id give him a distinguished appearance But 
t^ way he looked, after aD. Z 00*4^^? 

But she needed him tonight, for the simple mechamcal 

Sw d'f ^ Pi>ysKal sa&fartion. She was 
ashamed to admit it, even to herself. It was a sad thiiur 

Art va”^®® relationship had fallen to such a wf 
Art yawned again, and crawled into bed without even 
glancmg at her. She clenched her teeth witrAn !l 

^ ™ « duddpg .t„::rrt:t,srr 

d.e ,l.eeu 

“Did you take your car down to the shop today?" So 
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his mind was not completely on real estate, she tiaought 
bitterly. 

“Yes,” she replied, lying stiff and tense beside him. 
“They said the universal joint had to be replac^ what¬ 
ever that is. They’ll have it back in the morning.” 

“Good," He yawned again, louder. 

In another minute he’ll be snoring, she thought ad^y. 
His mention of the car jagged her memory pleasurably. 
When she bad driven into the garage, a boy had come 
over to wait on her. She had explained carefully about 

the noise the car had made. 

In the middle of the explanation, she had lost track of 
what she was saying. She had frowned, realizing that her 
lapse had come from his being such a good-lwking young 
kid, big and husky. He had a pair of magnificent shoul- 
derk curly black hair, and beautiful dark eyes, framed 
by long eyelashes. Then to her surprise, she realized that 
she had become sexually aroused to such an extent that 
she almost forgot about the car. It was a pleasant, almost- 
forgotten sensation. She had hoped the boy would drive 
her home, but Dugan, the owner of the garage, had come 
homing in to say that he could not spare his helper. 

Thinking about the boy now made her go pleasantly 
hot and cold all over. If she received no attention from 
Art toni^t, the hot, insistent needs of her body would 
keep her awake for hours. 

She moved closer to him, resting her head lightly on his 
shoulder, "Art—"’ 

“Ummm?” he grunted, already half-asleep. 

She ran her hand slowly over his chesty down to his 
waist, toying with his pajama draw-string. 

Sleepily, he put his arm around her* “Gee^ honey, Im 
awfully tired—” 

Babs again fought down the impulse to scream. It was 
plain hell on a woman always to be the aggressor. It 
made her feel cheap and unwanted. Just once to be 
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thrown across a bed and raped by a real manl Yes, raped, 
violated, forcibly taken for a man’s pleasure. 

She was filled with contempt for her husband. She 
wanted desperately to turn her back on him. But she 
needed sexual release even more desperately. 

For months, her only way to raijoy sex with Art had 
been to shut him out of her mind, to concentrate wildly 
and lasciviously on someone else. Closing her eyes and 
picturing the handsome, big-muscled boy at the garage, 
she toyed with Art’s pajama draw-string a moment long¬ 
er. Then slowly she puUed the string open. Her hand on 
his torso became busy—caressing, stimulating, stroking 
until at last and finally, he drew her closer and 
began to Idss-her. She was so ready. She had long been 
ready. 

She moved away from him, sat up, tugged her gown 
over her head and tossed it aside. Art was so ponderous 
and slow! She kicked the sheets out of the way with fe¬ 
verish haste, and then she was on him, her body fusine 
with his. ® 

She closed her eyes, moaning with pleasure, as sensa¬ 
tion upon sensation mounted up into her like the pound- 
ing of hot waves. But she was not making love with her 
husband. She had blotted him from her mind. In his 
place, in her imagination, pressed to her heaving, shud- 
dering body, was the handsome^ broad-shouldered young 
mechanic with the beautiful dark eyes,., 



“JACK, how you doing on Mrs. Duncan’s car?" 

“Okay, Mr. Dugan. Just winding it up." 

“Then I’ll get the bill made out And you can deliver 
it to her." Dugan chuckled. “That broad is stacked. 1 wish 
I had the time to take it myself.” 

Jack Hammond completed the finishing touches on 
the drive shaft, and lacked himself from under the car on 
his mechanic’s dolly. 

He stretched the kinks out of his body and patted the 
cream white Cadillac convertible. He wondered how it 
would feel to push a heap like that around. 

Dugan stepped out of the ofiSce at the front of the ga¬ 
rage. He was studying the bill he had laboriously made 
out. He liked to be sure of his arithmetic. As usual, a 
dead cigar stub was clenched in his teeth, ' 

“Labor, eight-fifty—parts, twelve bucks," he muttered 
around the cigar stub. “Comes to twaity-fifty.” He 
paused, shoved his dirty felt hat back from bis perspiring | 
brow and scratched his bald head. "Wonder if I could 
soak her twelve-fifty for labor? But then she might check 
with one of the other garages—” 

He handed the bill to Jack. It had several grimy thumb 
prints on it. “Her address is there on the bilL Woodside 
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Place, in that new section in the south part of town. 
Beckon you can find it okay?" 

Sure.” Jack folded the bill carefully, tucked it into the 
breast pocket of his blue work shirt He walked to the 
water faucet at the rear of the shop and scrubbed 
the grease from his hands and face. Before he sat in the 
car he covered the seat cushion with a clean doth to pro¬ 
tect it from grease stains on his work clothes. 

For a moment he sat admiring the car s expensive in¬ 
terior, Then be touched the starter and backed expertly 
out of the ^age. He kept the top down and let the wind 
tug his hair and fan his face as he drove. 

A few blocks from the garage he spotted two of his 
buddies, Tom Hughes and Bill Majors. Since both had 
graduated from high school and expected to be in the 
army by fall, neither had seen any point in wasting the 
summer at a job. 

Jack pulled over to the curb and tapped the horn. Tom 
and Bill drifted over to the car. 

"Get in," Jack invited. 

The two boys piled into the front seat 
Tom asked, "Where’d you get the heap? It’s wild, 
man." He glanced around with a look of approval. 

"What do you mean where’d I get it? Tm delivering it 
for the garage, you jerk.” 

“Oh, yeah, sure,” 

Jack pulled away from the curb with a surge of pow¬ 
er that pressed the three of them against the seat cushion. 
He smpped on the radio, found a station that played 
roll records. The music filled the car from rear seat 
twin hi-fi speakers. 

“Who’s it belong to. Jack?” 

“Some rich chick lives out at Woodside Place." 

"Yeah? Is she in the same class with this heap?” 

Jack answered Tom’s question with a long, low 
whistle, more eloquent rhan words. 
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BiB and Tom were interested. “What’s she look like? 
lack shrugged. He was getting into heavy tr^c. He 
checked his rear-view mirror, then dodged around slower 
cars. He was showing off-the car interested him more 

than its owner. _ 

“Come on. Jack—don’t be a horses ass. Whats the 

broad like?* ■. i. j t l. 

On the freeway now, with a clear road ahead, JacK 

leaned back and enjoyed the speed. "She’s about twenty- 
seven or eight, a redhead. Shes stacked. 

She had brought the car into the shop late yesterday. 
Jack remembered Mr. Dugan’s eyes had come out on 
stems. The old man had fallen all over himself, being 
polite. Jack grinned. It sure had been funny. 

Tom said, “So she’s stacked. That's all you noticed? 1 
guess it agures. If she didn’t have a set of pistons or a 
carburetor you wouldn’t have looked very close. I never 
saw a cat like you, man. All you can think about is m- 
gines and rockets and goin’ to college.” Tom shook his 
head in disgust at such a waste of talent. 

Jack changed the subject “What are you guys doing 
tonight? Anybody got a date?” 

“Naw, I’m flat,” Tom said. 

“Why don’t we go swimming out at the park or some¬ 
thing?” Jack suggested. 

“Okay, we’ll think of something. You guys come over 
to my house after supper." 

Jack decided that he had better be deUvering the car 
and getting back to work. He left the freeway at an inter¬ 
change, cut back to the heart of the city where he 
dropped his two friends, then drove fast to the new 
Woodside Place subdivision. He found the address with¬ 
out diflSculty, whistled softly. The house was rambling, 
ranch style, set back under towering pine trees. He 
thought it must be somewhere in the fifty-thousand-doUar 
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class. Whatever Babs Duncan s husband did for a li ving 
Jack speculated, he had to do it well 

Jade puU^ into the driveway and got out of the car 
^ debated whether to go to the front door or the back. 
The fence decided him. The entire back yard was en- 
dosed with redwood. Jack grew curious. If he went to 
the house he would see nothing past the door. He 
pushed open the gate of the redwood fence. 

And stopped. 

The garden behind the home of Mr. and Mrs. Arthur 
Duncan was p^y paved with brick-the rest was cov- 
CTed with thick grass. Clumps of banana and papaya 
tr^s threw some shade, but between them lay dapplil 
islands of sunshine. 

In one of these bright spots, Babs Duncan was 
Stretched out, taking a sunbath. 

She was wearing a pair of sunglasses. 

That was all 

Ja^ stood frozen, unable to move for seconds. Music 
reached h™ faintly. It came from a small, transistor 
radio beside the nude woman. She had, he noticed, a 
very fair, pale complexion. She was slender, high- 
breasted, long-legged. One dimpled knee was raised and 
movmg idly in time to the music, as if the woman were 
doing a reclining dance to the sun. 

He might have made some small sound, for suddenly 
she turned. He jumped back, slammed the gate and 
w^owed hard. His heart was pounding and he trem¬ 
bled partly from embarrassment and partly from acute 
physical desire. This was the first time in his life he had 
seen a completely naked woman. 

Had she glimpsed him standing there? Should he run 
OT stay? He decided against running, without quite 
knowing why. He was no coward, he told himself. He 
also admitted to himself that no sight had ever affected 
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him quite the way his view of Babs Dtmcao had—and 
that he simply did not want to leave. 

Whether or not she had seen him, the sound of his 
slamming the gate should bring her out. He waited. 

She came presently* He was relieved to see that she 
was now modestly covered with a chenille robe. She 
was tying the waist cord. "“I thought I heard the gate/" 
Then her brown eyes widened with pleasure. “Oh, 
youVe brought the car,” 

“Yes, ma’am."’ Jack’s ears felt hot. His blood pounded. 
He wondered if he ought to apologize for walking in on 
her—it came to him that she must have guessed from the 
closing of the gate that he had seen her nude. 

The brown eyes twinkled* “Did you see me taking a 
sunbath?” 

He lied gallantly, “Oh, no, ma’am. I just started into 
the yard and—backed right out ” 

I see,” she nodded solemnly, “Well, it*s lucky yon 
did. Lucky for both of us. I should have locked the gate.” 

"Yes, ma’am ” Jack gulped. 

She continued to gaze at him, running her eyes candid¬ 
ly up and down his strong frame, Tlie tip of her tongue 
touched the edge of her teeth. “What’s your name?” 

"Jack. Jack Hammond, ma’am.” 

"My, you’re a nice polite boy ” She smiled, held out 
her hand. “Hi, Jack. Fm Babs Duncan.” 

He shook her hand awkwardly, feeling a tingle up his 
arm at the clinging, soft clasp of her fingers. 

She turned her attention to the car, “Well,” she said 
brightly, “I suppose it’s all fixed.” 

"Yes, ma’am* Runs fine now*” 

"Good. Do you have the bill witii you?” 

He fumbled in the breast pocket of his shirt, handed 
her the repair bill 

He wished he could stop staring at her, but it was im¬ 
possible to look anywhere else. The color of her hai r 
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was not pure red, but rather reddish-gold. And it was 
impossible not to remember the creamy whiteness of her 
skin, now covered by the loose folds of her robe. 

*'Come on into the house, Jack,^ she said suddenly. 
"Ill write out a check for the repair bill, slip into some 
clothes, and drive you back to the garage." 

Jack followed Babs Duncan into the bouse. They 
stepped through the back door into a large, comfortable 
room, furnished in rattan, with a straw mat floor cover¬ 
ing. The refreshing coolness of air-conditioning gave 
Jack a lift as soon as he entered. 

Babs turned to him. "How about a nice cold glass of 
lemonade while you re waiting, Jack? IVe got some 
freshly made in the refrigerator." 

"SweU." 

“Make yourself comfortable" 

She padded out of the room. Jack sat down on a 
couch, feeling nervous and jumpy. In a moment Babs 
returned, carrying a pitcher of lemonade and two 
glasses. She smiled and bent over a rattan coffee table, 
pouring the lemonade. As she leaned forward the loose 
robe fell open at her throat Again Jack saw her naked 
breasts. Guiltily, he jerked his gaze away. 

She smiled. "Drink up." She raised her glass to him, 
sat down in a chair on the other side of the coffee table. 
She crossed her legs and the robe fell open, exposing 
her thighs. She pulled it together, made a face at him . 
“Damn clothes," she said. "How's the lemonade?" 

"Fine." 

"I like it on a hot day, don't you?" 

"Yes, ma'am," Jack nodded. 

She laughed. ‘Tlease stop being so darned polite. 
You make me feel like an old woman. Do I really bok 
that old to you?” 

“Oh, no-" 
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“So, let’s not be so foimaL VU. caU you Jack and you 
caD me Babs. Okay?” 

He nodded. “Okay" ■ 

She sat swinging her foot, gazing at him over the rm 
of her glass. Jack found it hard to meet her eyes and the 
motion of her foot caught his attention. She had pretty 
feet, he thought, nicely shaped. Her toenails were 
painted bright red. It occurred to Jack it might be kind 
of kooky to feel that a girl’s feet were sexy, but ^bs 
certainly were. Most people’s feet wrae u^y. Jack 
thniight, with corns, bunions and other signs of punish¬ 
ment But Babs Duncan’s feet were without blemish. 

“How old are you. Jack?” 

“Ei^teen.” 

She raised an eyebrow. “You’re big for your age. Did 
3 rou play football in high school?” ^ 

“Yes, ma’am—I mean, yes. I was captain my last year. 

“What position did you playr 

“Tadde.” 

"Did you graduate this spring?” 

“No. Spring a year ago. I’ve been working for Mr. 
Dugan since then, saving money to go to coUege this 
fall.” 

Babs leaned forward to put her half-finished drink on 
the table. Once again Jack’s glance flickered to the ga^ 
ing neckline of her robe. This time when he raised his 
eyes to hers some kind of strange current seemed to pass 
between them and Babs flushed. Jack felt curiously 
shaken. 

Babs picked up a package of cigarettes and a lighter 
and stood up abruptly. “I’ll go get dressed,” she said, 
avoiding his eyes. “Finish your drink. I’ll be back in a 
few minutes.” 

Jade sat stiffly on the edge of the couch. After a while 
he picked up a magazine from the coffee table, glanced 
through It without really seeing anything. His attention 
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seemed to have wandered out of the room with Babs. 
In a distant part of the house he suddenly heard the 
shower running. Again his heart began pounding in a 
way that gave him a suffocating feeling. His palms grew 
sweaty. He imagined Babs standing under the shower, 
naked as he had seen her in the garden and the thought 
that he was alone in the house with her filled Hitti with un¬ 
bearable excitement. He visualized the water caressing 
her, cascading over her lovely body, streaming over her 
breasts and down her beUy, back and legs. He tried to 
shake the picture from his mind but could not. It was 
as dear as if he had X-ray eyes and could see through 
walls. 

He threw the magazine down and got to his feet. For 
an instant he had an impulse to slip down the hall and 
try and get a peek at her through the bathroom keyhole. 
He felt immediate shame. 

The sound of the shower stopped. He heard a door 
open and dose. Padding footsteps whispered in the 
silence, a drawer slammed. Finally heels clicked toward 
him. Presently Babs appeared in the doorway. She was 
dressed. 

“How was that for a quick change?” She gmiipA 
bet your girl friend doesn’t dress this quiddy.” 

“I don’t have a girl ftiend.” 

Are you kidding? I thought—or maybe you like to 
keep them guessing. Is that it?” 

With a nervous gesture, Babs lit another dgarette. 
Her movements were curiously jerky. 

"I haven’t had much time for girls,” Jack admitted, 
“What with football and studying and working after 
schooL And later, just work all the time—" 

He paused. Babs did not seem to be listening. She had 
turned her head and her gaze was distant She blew a 
thin blue streamer of smoke. When she brought her at- 
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tendon back to him. Jack bad an oddly electrifying sen- 
satloD of some kind of communicatioii between tbem. 

Babs had paled. She was staring at him wide-eyed, as 
if waiting for him to say oar do something, to make some 
move. Jack licked his suddenly dry lips. 

“I—I guess we*d better get back to the shop,’* he said. 

“Yes,” she murmured. But she made no move toward 
the door. Nor did she take her eyes from his. She had 
changed into a light summer dress. Her shoulders were 
bare. To Jack her stare suggested some kind of naked¬ 
ness—as if she were looking past aU his defences, into 
his innermost thoughts and desires. And he into hers. 

Without shifting her gaze, she moved slowly back¬ 
ward imtil she dropped into one of the rattan chairs. 
Once again she crossed her legs. The hem of the summer 
dress slid above her bare knees. Jacks gaze was drawn 
to the soft flesh visible under the hiked-up sldrt. 

He felt tension building up in him and knew that she 
was feeling something, too. 

Babs asked suddenly, “Do you have to get right back 
to the shop?” 

Without knowing why, he shook his head. “I—guess 
there’s no real rush,” 

Babs bit her lip. 

“Do you like to dance, Jack?^ 

“Sure. But I’m not too good at it ” 

Babs eyes were wide on him. Her fac« was flushed. “I 
love to dance. My husband never has tinia or he's too 
tired when he comes home from work. We haven't gone 
dancing in ages ” 

She went to a rerord player at one end of the room, 
turned it on. When she faced him again, her eyes were 
bright. “How about dancing with me. Jack? I want to 
see if I remember how.” 

He wiped his perspiring palms on his trousers. “I’ve 
got car grease aD over me ” 
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T don’t mind ” She cocked her head at him, like a 
bird, waiting. 

"Well, okay * 

The thought of dancing with Babs was not like the 
idea of dancing at all. It was like wanting to hold her 
In bis Bims and he sensed she felt as he did. Was she 
making a pass at him? 

He had never had a good-looking, mature woman ask 
to be in his arms before. He felt unsure, maybe even a 
little frightened of the implications. 

A throbbing, smothering excitement made him clumsy 
as Babs moved tightly against him. The moment he 
touched her, she filled his senses. Her body was warm 
and pliant to his touch—her heady scent seemed to 
enter his veins and muscles so that he felt almost as a 
drunk might. 

He grew aware of her fingers caressing the back of 
his neck, making his hair prickle, and a tingling sensation 
raced down his spine. She tilted her head back slightly. 
He could feel her heart pounding against him. 

"Jack—” His name was a breath on her lips. 

They were not dancing—at least to the music. Some 
subtle rhythm kept them together, howev^, and Jack 
did not take his arms from around her. His body was 
responding wildly to a demand he had never known as 
Babs pressed even closer to him, flattening her soft belly 
against him. Still gazing at him, she whispered, “Do 
you want to kiss me, Jade?” 

Her moist lips were inches away. Jack was frightened 
at what he felt, Man, he was really scared. His mouth 
was dry and sweat was pouring down him. But he could 
not tear his gaze from her red mouth. 

He Idssed her. 

Instantly his panic fled, vanished somewhere into the 
background of his awareness while all he felt was the 
soft, hot eagerness of Babs’ Ups under his. Her arms 
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tightened about his neck. Her mouth opened, working 
against his. He tasted sweet, wet loveliness* Babs moaned 
softly, twisting her head slowly from side to side. 
She was breathing hard, dntching at him. Her tongue 
stabbed between Jade s teeth, thrusting deep into bis 
mouth* loins ground against him. W^en she felt him 
respond with all his young, male ardor, she gasped and 
tore her mouth from his. 

Her eyes were dark mth passion. Her breasts heaved. 

Jack pushed trembling fingers through bis hair. 

He was filled with mingled anticipation and a re¬ 
turning dread. The situation was wildly wonderful 
beyond belief. In a matter of moments, would their 
bodies merge—would he learn what aH the thunder and 
shouting was about whaa guys talked of sex? 

But he had been strictly raised. He knew he was doing 
wrong. This woman was another man’s wife. 

Guiltily, fi^cely, be knew he wanted her more than 
be wanted a comfortable eonscieiice. 

Their eyes were locked in tumultuous recognition- She 
swayed a few inches toward him. His arms rose to re¬ 
ceive her, to pull her against him again. 

He was fleetingly reminded of two highly charged 
electric wires coming together. Her mouth was savage, 
demanding. Her flattened palms slid down his back, 
searching out the hard young flesh and sinew under his 
shirt 

Suddenly she stopped her fevered kissing. Lipstick 
smeared, eyes closed, she rested weakly against his 
chest* After a moment s silence, she slipped her band into 
his. 

“Let’s go where ifs more comfortable ” she whispered. 

She led him down a hattway to a cool and darkened 
bedroom with drawn v^etian bUods and a window air- 
Donditioner. 
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They sat on the edge of the bed, still holding hands. 
Her knees were touching his. 

Their seclusion quieted the last whimper Jack's con¬ 
science might still have made. 

You re out of this world, man, he told himself. Some¬ 
where beyond this room, the day was bright, noisy and 
sweaty. Here there was dimness and the hum of an air- 
conditioner. 

She leaned toward him, Idssed him again and ran her 
fingers through his thick wavy hair. Her gaze was 
hungrily wistfuL “Youre such a good-looking boy,” she 
murmured. “And sweet, so sweet—” 

She pulled him down on the bed with her. They lay 
with their anns about each other. 

Once before, Jack had gone this far with a girl at a 
high school party—but no further. He lacked the ex¬ 
perience to proceed. Babs soon sensed the fact. 

“Jack, honey,” she whispered, “haven’t you ever made 
love before?” 

His face was hot with embarrassment. “Not—every¬ 
thing—” 

She answered unbelievingly. “Never? I thought all you 
kids these days—” 

He licked his lips, shrugging in a kind of misery. He 
felt he must appear a stupid jerk. 

A funny thing happened. Her eyes filled with tears. 
She hugged him possessively, tenderly, then guided his 
hand to her bosom. “Have you ever done this to a girl?” 
she whispered thickly. 

His embarrassment ended. Excitement was hammer¬ 
ing in his head. “A—a few times,” he choked. Her breast 
was large and firm. Touching her like this brought ex¬ 
cruciating desire. His hands fumbled at her bosom, 
exploring, 

“Wait,” she whispered. She sat up and opened the 
zipper at the back of her dress. She slipped the dress 
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from her shoulders, removed her bra, revealing the blue- 
veined white-and-pink beauty of her breasts. 

She lay prone again, guiding his head to her bosom. 
His face was buried in sweet, quivering flesh. He heard 
her breathe through clenched teeth. 

“I can’t stand any more,” she gasped suddenly. She 
flung herself free of him, stood up and stripped naked- 
Impatiently, she helped him undress. 

He sensed uncert^y that she had to be the aggres¬ 
sor, the teachra. “Oh, man—” he moaned. 

“^ou like that, sweet baby?” 

“Yes.” 

“How about this?” 

“Oh-” 

“Jack, baby. Sweet baby. Honey, I’m crazy about you. 
Do you like me?” 

“Sure. You’re—you’re the most beautiful woman Tve 
ever seen.” 

“Do you really mean that?” 

“Sure I mean it.” 

“Do you think I have a pretty body?” 

“Gosh, yes—” 

“Oh, you feel so good. Jack. So young and strong and 
smooth. You feel so good, here against me, baby.” 

There was a silence as she kissed him. 

“Now, sweet baby, you get comfy. There, now. There 
—thCTe—there—” 

Her head threshed about on the pillow. She clutched 
at him wildly. The springs creaked tmder them. 

A thousand sensations exploded in Jack—a thousand 
emotions—a thousand lifetimes, as though he could re¬ 
member loving this woman before. In another time— 
another place—another world- 

They came back from timelessness and lay side by 
side on the rumpled bed. Their bodies glistened with 
perspiration in spite of the air-conditioner. All the lip- 



28 BOY-LOVER 

stick had been smeared from Babs’ bruised mouth. Her 
hair was tangled Her eyes were closed. She took long 
deep breaths. She said, “It was never like that with 
Arthur. I never knew love could be like that.** 

Jack could say nothing, he found. He wished she 
would not talk about her husband. 

“I never really loved Arthur, Jade. I was too young 
when I married him. My mother pushed me into it—he 
had money and we were poor. He’s ten years older than 
I am. That didn’t matter to my mother. She said that 
security was more important than love. She said it so 
many times I finally believed her, A lot she knew. She 
never had either one,” 

Jack sat up. He saw himself in the dressing mirror 
and suddenly hated the sight of his own face. In the 
letdown that followed his first sexual experience, he was 
engulfed in remorse and gtiilt. 

Babs studied his face, her brown eyes showing con¬ 
cern. She reached out to touch him. “Honey, what’s 
wrong? You’re not sorry, are you? Didn’t you enjoy it? 
Didn’t I make you happy?” 

He moved away from her touch. His head was bowed, 
his jaws clenched. He had always been idealistic, though 
during the past few months he had begun to feel impa¬ 
tient with the disciplines of his life. 

T guess I never figured on the first time being like 
this,” he said. “I always figured the girl would be my 
wife—not somebody else’s,” 

She sat beside him, tears spilling down her cheeks. 
Tears and sex seemed to go together, he thought 

She said, “Honey, you mustn’t feel guilty. It was my 
fault I threw myself at you. I know I'll feel terrible 
later.” 

“I didn’t have to stay,” Jack saicL “I could have left— 
I should have known that much.” 

Babs kept gazing at him with a worried expression. 
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At length she said, “Sweetheart, dont feel bad* It's not 
wrong for a boy to have some experience before he's 
married. Most girls would rather have a man who knows 
what he’s doing to tiiem. A bride-a virgin-can be 
awfully scared and nervous. Take it from one who 
knows. And if both of you are jumpy—" 

Jack felt wonderfully reassured “What the heck, any¬ 
way?" h© reasoned aloud, “A gu/s folks give him this jazz 
about how sex is sacred and wailing until hes mamed. 
In the next breath they tell him he better not get serious 
about a girl until he’s had a college education and finds 
a good job. What’s he supposed to do in the meantime? 
They don’t both^ answering that ” 

Babs smiled brightly, “1 Imow a way to cheer you up. 
Com© on, baby ” 

She grabbed his hand and puDed him to the bathroom. 
She turned on the shower and shoved him coaxiQgly into 
the glass and tile stall. Giggling like a schoolgirl, she 
joined him under the stinging cold water and manipu¬ 
lated the faucets until the spray was at a comfortable 
temperature. 

Jack quiddy shared her playful mood. At first, like 
two kids, they splashed each other, slipping on the wet 
tile and bumping, Babs took soap and a washrag and 
began scrubbing Jack’s husky shoulders and chest 

She grew intent on the scrubbing as she worked down 
on his body. Jack felt a stab of reawakened desire. 

He drew her close and kissed her. They clung togeth¬ 
er, Rieir bodies wet and slippery. 

She whispered, “Sweet, sweet baby. So crazy about 
you. Jack." 

Her body writhed against him. They stumbled out 
of the stall together, Babs lay down on the tile floor, her 
rosy body glistening with a thousand tiny bubbles of 
scented soap. He took her once more, feeling no guilt 
whatever. 
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JACK had no desire to meet his friends Tom Hughes 
and Bill Majors that night as he had planned. He phoned 
Tom and made a casual excuse to get out of frie date. 

He sat at the table with his mother, father and sister, 
poked at his supper and tried to keep up with family 
conversation. He was relieved when the ordeal ended 
and he could escape to his room. He was in no mood 
to talk to family or friends tonight This aftranoon he 
had crossed the threshold into adult experience. He felt 
emotionally at sea. He wanted to be alone to daydream 
over the marvel that had happened to him and the beau¬ 
tiful woman who had changed his teenage world. 

He flopped across his bed, switched on his pocket-size 
transistor to a local station that specialized in rock ’n roll. 
A new ballad was spinning a sad story of teenage lovers 
killed in a hot rod accident on dieir way to a high school 
prom. 

The lyrics seemed pointless. 

Jack glanced around his room, feeling like a stranger, 
even though he had always lived in this two-story house, 
had in fact been bom here. 

Jack s father bad inherited the bouse from Jack's grand¬ 
father. Although they were by no stretch of the imagina¬ 
tion wealthy. Jack s family was an old and respected one 
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in the conunnnity. Jack had an uncle who was a city 
commissioner and once his father had served a tenn on 

the school board. „i. 

Tack’s room reflected the stage of his growth. One shelt 

stifl held the butterfly coUection he had patet^gly 
boxed under glass when he was in grade schMl. Two 
faithfully constructed model airpknes hung from the 
ceiling, mobiles forever trapped in the weU-remembCTed 
past of his junior high school days. On a work surface 
near his bed were the stereo amplifier, turntable 
speaker enclosures he had built last year from a kit. His 
record collection consisted mainly of teenage v^s. 

In a case near the records were his books^ from the 
Tarzan series through science fiction to volumes on 

rockets and space flight. «■ . u 

Everything he owned seemed like kid stuff tomght. 
Babs Duncan filled every nook and cranny of his mind. 
He had no emotions except those which concerned her. 

Twice in high school he had known infatuation over a 
girl. Puppy love. He had no idea of the real thing untfl 
now. 

He dosed his eyes, searching his memory tor every 
detail, every sensation, he had discovered in Babs’ arms 
this afternoon. He saw the soft reddish gold fire of her 
hair, felt it tickle his skin. He ran his tongue over his lips, 
tasting again her scented lipstick. TiVhen he pictured her 
face, a dozen memories rushed together to form a mon¬ 
tage. He saw her stretched on the grass, her face turned 
to the sun. He recalled the way she looked after quickly 
dressing, her make-up neat and expert. He saw her as 
she had been after violent love, looking down at him in 
the dark, her hair rumpled, her lipstick smeared. 

The last was the memory picture he liked the most. 
She had been both sweet and wanton. Her large brown 
eyes had been tender, her mouth tremulous as she whis¬ 
pered how much she loved him. 
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He oodd hear her words right now, a soft exquisite 
sound. He could feel the caress of her hands running 
smoothly over his body, loving him with a touch. 

^ first experience with a woman-maybe he had gone 
a little crazy. But so had she, demanding everything he 
could give her and more. He had exploded dizzily way 
out m orbit where she took him, again and again, shud- 
denng convulsively, and she with him. And each time 
she had cried and whispered endearments and caressed 
lum sometimes as if she were mothering him, other times 

as If she were a little girl also experiencing love for the 
nrst time. 

Suddenly dreaming wrs not aaough. 

Wow. 

When they had finally stopped, he had been quite 
dramed, barely able to walk with her to the car. At that 
moment he had not thought he would want to make 
love again in a hundred years. 

But now, merely thinking about her, he was getting 
stuT^ up again. He felt the sudden aching stab of a 
lovers loneliness, that could be assuaged only by his 
sw^eart s presence. He wanted her beside him so 
bad that he wanted to bawl. 

He rolled over, slamming a fist into his pillow. 

She was married. D amn — 

huSi^d* ^ she had a 

While they made love no one else had existed in the 
entire universe—except themselves. 

But Aere was someone else in the universe now-hra- 
husband. 

He was all loused up and confused, he thought. When 
he went with a girl in school, he would caU her up and 
dtfer^t*** liouse. But this situation was irritating and 

At first he had been scared, he knew. You were not 
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supposed to go messing around with a married woman. 
In the first place, it was a sin. He went to church with 
his folks and he knew he had broken one of the Ten 
Commandments, 

He might well land in hell. 

Besides, a guy could get into trouble right here on 
earth, if his girls husband walked in-like getting shot 
full of holes. 

Funny—he was no longer afraid of her husband, now 
that he had been intimate witii Babs. She had belonged 
to him, she was his. A strange, possessive feeling toward 
her had come over him. In some goofed-up way that he 
could not figure out, he resented her husband. 

The guy must have treated her like dirt. She had told 
Jack only a little about it—but enough. He was a lot older 
than Babs, 

Why the hell did she have to be married, anyway? If 
she was like other girls, he could call her up this min¬ 
ute and pick her up in his hot rod. They could ride down 
to the lake and park on Hill Road, 

The thought of holding her close in a parked car 
made Jack s blood pound again. Hunger hammered with¬ 
in h im until he ached. 

He groaned and moaned and blasphemed between 
clenched teeth, crying a little and viciously pounding 
his fists into his pillow. 

Nothing made him feel any better, He suddenly felt 
stifled in his room. He had to escape or explode. 

He trotted downstairs into the garage, switched on a 
light that hung over his car engine. The stripped-down 
hot rod was one he had customized Mmself with loving 
hands. 

Originally his treasure had been a ^55 Chevy, He had 
put in a stick shift and a souped-up Olds engine, reup¬ 
holstered the interior with red leatherette and covered 
the outside with coats of white lacquer. 
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The hood was off. Light from the drop cord gleamed 
on chrome racing heads and twin carburetors. 

Jack picked up a wrench and began working on the 
engine. His joy in his treasure was gone. He felt miser¬ 
able. 

He wished he had never met Babs. 

But he was glad he did. 

He sure as heck wasn't going to mess around with her 
again. 

But he wished she were beside him right now. 

He was certain of one thing—he was confused. 
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BAES DUNCAN mixed the ingredients of a diy marttoi 
and took the pitcher and a glass to the patio* 

Two days ago Jack Hammond had deliv^ed her car 
from the shop and, in a moment of utt^ insanity, she 
had seduced a boy a year out of high school 

During those two Babs had renamed quietly 
stoned. She had kept the house locked and refused to 
answer the phone while she drank steadily and alone. 

Fortunately, Art was so involved with his new de¬ 
velopment deal that he had come home late each eve¬ 
ning, dead tired, and left early in the morning before 
Babs had to get up* He was not aware of how much she 
was drinking* For one thing, she had always held her 
liquor well. 

Ti ought to eat something,** she said aloud, as she 
lounged in the sparkling shadows* The mark of a true 
alcoholic, they say, is not wanting to eat** 

The thought struck her as funny and she laughed. 
"Well at least fm a true something if Tm a true alco* 
holic.** One thing she was not—a true wife* To thine own 
self be true, Shakespeare had said for the benefit of a 
hundred thousand school kids, of whom Babs had been 
one quite a few years ago* But if you can’t be true to 
yourself, it’s okay if you cheat a little on your husband* 
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She sighed and asked herself, “Babs, would you care 
for another martini? Well, I really shouldn’t. But if you 
insist—” 

She poured another drink from the pitcher and sipped 
slowly and moodily. 

The redwood patio fence had an unlocked gate. The 
gate swung open and a blond woman appeared. “Babs,” 
she said. ‘Tve been worried silly about you.” 

Babs managed with some effort to bring the intruder 
into focus. She recognized Shirley Landrum, a friend 
whom she always had liked. She felt closer to Shirley 
than to any other woman she knew. 

Shirley Landrum was big-boned, flamboyant and in 
her mid-thirties. He hair was bleadied. Everything Shir¬ 
ley did. from the way she conducted her love affairs to 
the type of party she gave, was bravura in style. 

At thirty-five she had run through three marriages and 
twice as many love affairs. Three generous property set¬ 
tlements had removed economic worry from her life, 
enabling her to spend her time energetically pursuing 
art. She was active in the city’s little theater and was a 
painter of some talent. 

“I ought to spank you,” she pronounced severely, ap¬ 
proaching with a jangling of bracelets. “I've phoned you 
for two days. Where the heck have you been?” 

Bight here,” Babs admitted. “I was in withdrawal. 
Care for a drink?” 

“At ten o’clock in the morning?” Shirley looked at Babs 
more closely, her tinted eyelids widening with surprise. 
“Babs Duncan, you’re smashed." 

“This shocks you?” 

“Honey, nothing shocks me any more. But a woman 
only drinks at ten in the morning if her new hair style is 
a fl(^, or she finds that her husband’s running around. 
Your hair looks the same and I can't picture Art playing 
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footsie with his secretary." She sat in a lawn chair beside 
Babs. “So what gives? Clue me in.” 

Babs stared at her drink sullenly, aware of her friend’s 
waiting for an answer. She heard herself say, Tm glad 
you came over, Shirley. Maybe I need to talk. You re the 
best friend I’ve got I wouldn’t talk about this to anyone 
else in the world." 

Tm the poor girl’s Sigmund Freud, sweetie. You can 
tell me anything.’’ Shirley leaned forward. 

The fri^Klly banter struck a sour note with Balw, 
“Don’t joke," she said. “I don’t feel cute this morning." 

The bigger woman patted Babs’ band. “Darling, I have 
to joke. It’s a defense mechanism, my analyst told me. 
Please tell me what’s eating you. You know I’m inter¬ 
ested and sympathetic.” 

Babs finished her drink in a single swallow. She took 
a breath. “Shirley, Tm having an affair.” She rushed the 
words out before she lost nave to say them. 

Shirley leaned back. “Finally got to it, did you? I won¬ 
dered how long you’d be able to hold out.” 

Babs looked at her curiously. “Am I that obviously un¬ 
happy with Art?” 

Shirley pursed her bright orange lips. “Darling, I may 
be a lousy actress and a worse painter, but I know men. 
I could give post-graduate courses on the subject I knew 
Art was a cold fish the first time I ever met him. You, on 
the other hand, impress me as a hot-blooded little broad 
who would really enjoy a rmnp in the hay with the right 
guy.” 

Babs flushed. “You’re putting it bluntly. But that about 
sums it up,” she admitted, looking guiltily down at her 
empty glass. 

"And you have now found the right man.” 

“I have now found the right man.” 

Shirley laughed. “So that’s your problem? Enjoy it while 
you’re young and pretty.” 



36 BOY-LOVER 

“It’s not that simple.” 

“The guy’s married, of course. That always compli¬ 
cates things. I remember when I—” 

Through the jolt <rf the last martini, Babs knew en¬ 
during pain. “He’s not married,” she mumbled. 

Shirley bit her lip. “Don’t tell me Art has found out 
and wants to throw you out.” 

Babs shook her head. 

"You want to divorce him and marry this guy? I’d give 
that some thought, Babs. This thing might cool off, and 
you know Art makes good money.” 

Again Babs shook her head. Toothing like that. The 
affair started only a couple of days ago. I don’t know if 
I ve thought of the future. I’m so rnixed up I don’t know 
how.” 

Shirley frowned. "Let me get this straight. You’ve 
found a nice guy who makes you happy in bed. He’s not 
married, so you don’t have to worry abwt a jealous wife. 
Art hasn't any idea what’s happening. You’re not upset 
about getting a divorce, at least not at the moment. So 
what’re you in such a state about? Don’t tell me you’re 
suffering from guilt?” 

“That’s part of it,” Babs admitted. 

“Oh, now don’t be a child. Listen, it’s Art’s fault. If 
a guy can't cut the mustard at home, he's just asldng for 
a deal like this.” 

“That s what I keep telling myself. Anyway, that’s not 
the main thing.” 

“Then what is?” 

Babs swallowed, “This guy—well, he’s eighteen years 
old.” 

Shirley sat back, speechless for the first time since 
Babs had known her. 

“See?” Babs said bitterly. ‘Tve shocked you. But why? 
People think nothing of a man going after a girl who’s 
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ten years younger than he is. But the other way around 
is different—or is it?” 

Shirley got her voice back. "Eighteen years old.” She 
looked at Babs enviously, "Wow—that must be a blast 
Is he big and healthy?” 

"He's big and heathy, darling. He's also young and 
sweet. He used to be pure,” 

Shirley whistled softly. 

"Now can you see why Fm drinking?” 

Shirley said slowly, “I don't blame you for anything 
that happened. But other people might. Is there a chance 
of anybody else finding out?” 

"I suppose there's always a chance. Can th^ diarge 
me with contributing to his delinquency?” 

Shirley asked, "How did you meet him?” 

The snn moved slowly in the sky and shado ws twinkled 
across the patio grass. Babs said, “He delivered my car 
from the garage. I was taking a sunbath here in the 
yard and he walked in on me. The poor Idd was so em¬ 
barrassed and sweet, and I was bored and lonely. I in¬ 
vited him in for a cool drink while I dressed to take him 
back to Dugan's garage,” She suddenly started crying 
involuntarily. “Know what, Shirley? He was a virgin. So 
innocent and clumsy. 1 cried—because he was so sweet— 
he was brought up by strict parents.” 

For a few moments both women were silent 

Shirley said, “Babs, you're not going to see this boy 
again—” 

Babs looked down at her hands. They were clenched 
in her lap. “Why do you think Fve been tight for two 
days? IVe been trying not to call him up. I don't even 
answer when my phone rings. But I want to be with 
him again. Terribly ” 

The larger woman looked worried. “Babs, this is in¬ 
sanity. You can’t get involved with an eighteen-year-old 
boy. listen to Mama. You want to get a litde on the side? 
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Fine. But pick some nice, discreet guy your own age. 
Think of the scandal, the sticky mess if people find out 
about this. You’ll not only have Art down on your neck, 
you’ll have the boy’s parents and maybe the police.’* 
She paused, scowled, then suggested brightly, “Let’s 
get you sobered up and rested. Tonight I’ll give a party 
—and you’ll meet someone else, someone safe for you.” 

Babs said, “I think I m in love with this boy. I mean, 
really in love, for the first time in my life. I married too 
yoimg-” She poured herself another martini and this 
time she did not sip. She gulped. 

Shirley turned pale. “Babs, this is insanity” 

“I know, Babs said. “Isn’t love always some form of 
insanity?” 


For an hour Shirley tried to talk sense into Babs, then 
admitted hopelessness and left. 

Babs lost herself in reverie as she had done for the 
past two days. She relived the romantic drama of Jack’s 
fresh lips first touching hers, of his strong arms crushing 
her close. His pounding heart, the unbearable thriU when 
^ hard, throbbing body ground against her, their aban¬ 
doned cries, the sweet tenderness when they wept-all 
these returned. 

By noon, Babs faced the fact that she could not drink 
her way out of this situation. She no longer wanted to 
escape. 

She wanted Jack. 

She put away the martini pitcher, took a cold shower, 
appUed make-up and slipped into a cool skirt and blouse. 

She went out for lunch and had her first real meal in 
two days, a thick steak and black coffee. 

Cold sober, in full possession of what wits she had 
under the circumstances, she turned her car in the di¬ 
rection of the garage where Jack Hammond worked. 
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DUGAN’S GAKAGE was quiet at noon. Mr. Ehigan bad 
gone to deliver a car. Jack, alone in the shop, was on bis 
back under a Ford transmission. 

Trying to concentrate on the job was not easy. The 
beautiful face of Babs Duncan insisted on coming be¬ 
tween his eyes and his work. 

In exaspearation, he put his wrench down, lay on the 
creeper and stared up at the greasy underside of the 
Ford. 

During the past two days he had told himself at least 
a couple of hundred times to stop thinking about Babs 
Duncan. What they had done was wrong. He had no 
business daydreaming about her. 

But erotic fantasies came of their own accord and tor¬ 
tured him with memories of Babs sprawled on the bed 
in all her naked loveliness. He could not help remember¬ 
ing the silken touch of her flesh. 

“I gotta cut this jazz or I'll flip,” he muttered. Day¬ 
dreams notwithstanding, he was not going near that 
broad again. He could get in bad trouble, messing with 
a married woman, and he knew it. 

Resolutely he picked up his wrench and tackled the 
transmission again. 

He managed to keep his mind on work for the next 
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ten nunutes. The short blast of an auto hom interrupted 
him. 

He remembered that his employer had left him alone 
in the shop. He rolled the dolly from under the Ford, 
sat up, and saw the car that had just pulled in. Shock ran 
up his spine. 

The car was a cream Cadillac and the woman behind 
the wheel was Babs Duncan. 

She wore a soft white blouse. Her head was bare and 
the wind had tangled her beautiful red hair. She was 
looking straight at him, her brown eyes wide and haimted 
with emotion. 

Jade laid down his wrench. He wiped the back of his 
sleeve aa-oss his forehead and swallowed with difficulty. 
“Man, oh, man," he whispered helplessly. 

He walked toward her car, feeling the gathering ex- 
dtement inside, just as he had felt it two days ago. Babs’ 
eyes were sending out radio waves and he was coming 
in on the beam. 

"Hi,” she said in a quiet voice. 

He stood beside the car and saw the pulse throb wildly 
in the hollow of her throat. 

“Hi.” 

Her brown eyes were drinking him in—as if he were 
the only thing that kept her breathing. 

“I missed you,” she said. 

He wiped perspiring palms on his work trousers. Man, 
oh, man. He knew what he ought to do-tum ri^t around 
and walk away from this package of red-headed trouble. 

He looked at her luscious red mouth, her full breasts 
swollen against the texture of the blouse. Her beautiful 
thighs were only partly covered by a skirt that had hiked 
Up as she drove. 

He sweated and his guts ached with wanting her again* 

“Have you missed me, Jackr she asked. 
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Her brovm eyes, he thought, were big enough for him 

to dive into. , j.j » 

He swallowed again. “Yeah-sure I did. 

“I just had to see you again." 

He could neither swallow nor speak. 

“Do you mind my coming to see you here?” 

He shook his head. ., 

Her delicious red mouth pouted prettily, lou re not 
acting glad to see me. Aren't you going to kiss me^ 

How could he keep from kissing her? He wondered, 
staring at that luscious mouth, whether anything now 
could stop him, short of cutting his head off? 

He put his hands on the edge of the door, bent down 
and tasted her hot trembling lips. Something exploded 
in his and body. He forgot his resolutions not to 

get mixed up with Babs. Right now he wanted to get 

mixed up. « n_ > 

She glanced about. “Are you alone here? Where s Mr. 

Dugan?” 

“He went to eat lunch and deliver a car.” 

She giggled. “He usually pops out of his office like he’s 
on springs when I dnve in. IVill he be back soon?” 

“Not until one o’clock, 1 guess.” 

The hands of the dirty old clock above the office door 
pointed to fifteen minutes past twelve, 

Babs patted the seat beside her. “Why not get in the 
car for a few minutes, honey?” 

Babs was the first girl who had called him sweetheart 
and honey and stuff like that. The endearments gave him 
a charge. 

He said, “Let me wash some of this junk off.” 

He hurried to the washroom behind the office, dipped 
his hands into a compound that quickly removed grease. 
He dried his hands on a rough paper towel, splashed 
water over his comb and ran it through his thick and 
wavy brown hair. 
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On his way back to her car he picked up a terry cloth 
to protect her slipcover from his coveralls. If somebody 
came in he could pretend he was checking the wires un¬ 
der the dash. 

He got into the car beside her. She twisted to face him, 
smiling. The skirt pulled even higher. Her legs were 
blush-pink and temptingly smooth. 

He was awed and scared. But having been intimate 
with her onc^ he knew what exciting mystery was con¬ 
cealed beneath her clothes and he burned all over to 
explore her again. 

She murmured, “Come here, sweet baby.* She pulled 
his face down to hers. Her mouth flattened hungrily 
against his. Her red, lacquered nails dug into his broad 
shoulders. 

Today, he was not shy. His hands slid down and found 
the lush swell of her bosom. As he caressed her, her arms 
tightened about his neck. 

Oh? J^ck, sweet baby,** she whispered against his 
mouth. ‘Tve missed you so terribly. I tried to stay away, 
but I couldn*t ” There were tears in her eyes. He loved 
her tears. 

She moved away from him, took a cigarette from her 
purse and punched in the dash liglUer. "What will we 
do about us, Jack?” 

He shoved trembling fingers through his hau-. "I don't 
know. I m all mixed up. Part of me keeps saying this is 
^ wrong and we better not do it again. But I keep think¬ 
ing about you anyway, and when I see you again, 
well—” He made a helpless gesture with his hands. 

She touched the lighter to the tip of her cigarette. She 
inhaled deeply, leaned back and faced him. 

I know. I think the same things. But I can't stay away 
from you, hon^. I never knew what it was to need any¬ 
body this wayp” Her brown eyes were desperate with 
hunger for him. “Do you care for me at all, Jack?” 
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What did her question mean—what would be asked 


of him? , 

I guess so. I don’t know— Well, sure, but— 

“Do you love me a little?” , ., c 

He could not answer. He was filled with a storm ot 
emotions. He knew he lacked the maturity to put them 

She rubbed out the cigarette in the car’s ashtray, moved 
toward him again. “Kiss me some more. Jack, please. 


she begged. . .. i.. t„ 

Their moudis locked. She strained against him. In¬ 
stinctively, his fingers searched for her bosom again. 

The blood was pounding in his temples. He burned 
vrith desire for her. He fumbled at the buttons of her 
blouse, pulled the blouse down from her shoulder. 

Her breast was uncovered. 

Her head fell back. He could hear her breath through 
her clenched teeth. A spasm shook her from head to 
foot as he tasted die secret loveliness of her bosom. 

Her fingers moved to his face. She stroked his hair, 
laying back against the steering wheel, shivering, softly 


moaning. 

Panting, disheveled, her blouse hanging open, she drew 
away. “Jack, honey, someone might come and see us. 
Fm scared.” 

“I don’t think so,” he said heedlessly. “Mr. Dugan 
won’t be back until after one." 

“Somebody else mi^t drive in. Maybe a customer.” 

“IFs pretty quiet at noon. Anyway, Fd hear them turn¬ 
ing into the building.” 

She glanced around the garage, at the work benches, 
the cars lined up in various states of repair. "Isn’t there 
—well, some place a little more private? We oughtn’t to 
sit in the car and make love in public." 

“Gee, I don’t know. We have the parts bins over in 
back. But they’re awfully dusty and greasy.” 
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“ItTl have to do,” she said. 

“I could close the service entrance. Tlien nobody could 
get in without honkmg." 

She considered what he had said. “Okay, sweetia Hur- 

ry- 

She open^ her door, swung her long legs out and 
vra^ed qun^y toward the back of the shop. The hur- 
ned click of her high slender heels oil- 

spattered concrete. Otherwise the was 

Jack pulled a rope that lowared th^ lh0iw|W^head 
^rs. The doors rumbled down and ^ W m a 
thud. 


If Mr. aigan happened to get back early. Jack would 
have a hell of a time explaining those closed doors. He 
broke out in a cold ^eat, even thinking about it 
But w^t could he do about Dugan now? Babs was 
already behind the parts bin, waiting for him. The only 

way he could satisfy the aching torment in his body was 
to jom her. 


Babs hewd her footsteps and marveled. She sounded 
steady and firm. But her ankles felt weak. 

She was having another blank-out of reason. 

Another moment of utter insanity. 

Her senses had spun out of reach. Her entire being 
w^ one great throbbing, screaming need for Jack, 

Her body demanded him. Demanded to be touched 
and loved by him, to be filled by him. 

She walked i^ the dark narrow space betwe«i the 
bms. She l^ed wealdy against a metal shelf, listening 
to the thunder of her heart. ® 

Her lipstick was smeared. Her hair was disheveled. 
Her blouse hung open at her naked breasts. 

She heard the rumble of the big doors closing, the 
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tread of Jack’s shoes on the floor as he came to her. Her 
heartbeat kept time to the rhythm of his stride. 

He joined her in the alley between the parts bin and 
a wall, a narrow and dusty space. 

Space enough for love. 

They stared at each other. The air sang with tension. 
She took off her blouse, hung it from the edge of the 
bin. The tin-roofed building was hot. Her body shone 
with sweat. 

Jack pulled her against him. Hunger made him savage. 
He kissed her rou^y. She responded wth equal fierce¬ 
ness, grinding her lower body against his. 

“This is a lousy place,” he mumbled. “You’ll get all 

dirty and greasy.” 

“1 don’t care,” she sobbed. ‘Tm too crazy about you to 
care—** 

Her shaking mouth found his again. Why did she cry 
when they made love? Art had never made her cry. Her 
lovemaking with Art had never been spurred by emotion. 

She lay on the concrete floor, pulling back her sl^. 
The concrete was harsh and cold against her naked hips. 
Jack came to her and she cried out Her parted thighs 
formed a prison of love, clamping him against her. 

They rolled on the floor together, bumping against the 
bin. Her nails left gashes in his back whUe her head rolled 
from side to side. The white edge of her teeth gleamed 
between parted lips as she sucked breath into her heav- 
ing lungs. 

Her long, shapely legs quivered and rippled as she 
worked frantically at satisfying the hunger of two days. 
She felt the gritty dirt and slippery grease under her 
naked hips. 

She would not have believed after the first time that 
their lovemaking could be more exciting* 

Now she knew otherwise. 
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Jack felt waves of sensatioD mount until they exploded. 
He heard his own cry and then, dimly, her echoing one. 

When they rose from the floor, her body was streaked 
with grease and sweat. She picked up her blouse and 
panties and darted to the washroom. 

Jack tucked in his shirttail, buckled his belt. He opened 
the big service doors hurriedly, breathing a relieved 
sigh. Neitha- Mr. Dugan nor a customer had wanted 
in while he had been back of the parts bin with Babs. 

Weak and shaky, he fooled around to no purpose with 
her car while waiting for her to come out of the wash¬ 
room. 

She seemed to be taking a heck of a long time in 
there. 

But when she finally emerged, her hair was combed, 
her make-up repaired. A few grease stains on her skirt 
were the only clue to their interlude behind the parts bin. 

Jack opened the car door for her. She slipped behind 
the wheel, opened her purse, hunted for har cigarettes. 
When she had one lit, she turned to him. “When will I 
see you again, honey?" 

“I—I don't know," Jack said. 

"Tomorrow?” 

“I have to work." 

“I’ll think of something. Maybe I could phone you 
from the house and say I'm having trouble with my car.” 
She bent toward him for a parting kiss. “One way or an¬ 
other, well meet again soon, sweet baby.” 

He knew that was a promise. 
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TWO weeks passed. 

Two weeks of clandestine meetings between Babs and 
Jack, of stolen moments whose sweetness was all he 
wanted to live for. The whirlpool had sucked him under 
and he had drowned in Babs. 

The romance was apparently noticed by Jack’s boss, 
although Dugan did not know how far matters had pro¬ 
gressed. 

One day, during their lunch break, as though speaking 
of a flirtation, Dugan teased Jack about Babs. Feet 
propped on his battered desk, dirty felt hat pushed back 
on his bald head, Dugan said through a mouthful of 
bread and salami, "You know that good-lookin’ Duncan 
dame that comes in that Caddie convertible? I think 
she’s got the hot britches for you, kid.” 

Jack looked down at his o\vn sandwich, his face burn¬ 
ing. “What makes you think thatr he mumbled, trying 
to keep the anxiety out of his voice. 

“Man, I wasn’t bom yesterday. A broad looks at a kid 
like she does and she ain’t got but one thing on her mind. 
That’s gettin’ a piece.” 

Jack's jaws clamped vrith anger. He wanted to take a 
poke at this lecherous dirty old man. He had to make 
an effort to control bis impulse. 
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a™*^!**” embarrassed, Idd. If I was your 

age. I woujdut stop to think. I'd grab it and ask ques- 
hons later. Dugan pushed his greasy hat farther back 
his head, sucked at a front tooth and gazed at a flv on 
^ceiling I be, ehiok’. . 

The way she’s built, I bet-” 

I interrupting him-and a good thine 

Jack thought His 6sts were knotted. One more filthy 
crack about Babs from Dugan and the garage ownw 
would be picking his teeth from the floor. ^ 

Jack pcked up the phone. “Dugan's Garage.” 

Jackr ® 

The caUer was Babs* 

e^^antly. Jack’s heart quickened. "Yes,” he said guard¬ 
ian you talk?” she asked. 

Dugan was gazing at him curiously. “No,” 

Oh. Dugan's there?” 

“Yes.” 

"WeU, h-sten, sweetheart. I’ve got wonderful news. Art 
has to go to some kind of silly board meeting tonight 
He wont home until past midnight. We could go^t 
on a real date together tonight-if you want to.” 

J^k licked his lips. TU have to tall you later.” 

^1 nght. Please call me as soon as you can, baby. We 

“n evening together ” 

Jack did not call back that afternoon. He was scared 
^ ta thou,J, how deep he was geWog to. Supple 
somebody saw him out with a married woman? Wow 
He had inore than usual trouble that night concen- 
tratmg on the family supper-table talk. 

'"°‘her had made a remark to him 
Md he jerked his wandering mind back with an apology 
“E^se me. Mom. I was thinking about something els^ 
“You sure were, she said, looking at her son sharply. 
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“Seems to me like youVe been dnnking about something 

else for the last couple of weeks ” 

“Got something on your mind, son?" his father asked, 

reaching for the mashed potatoes. 

“Aw no,” Tack stammered, looking at his plate. ^ w^ 
just tanking about an overhaul job I’m doing at the 

^“•I^never saw you tbis wrapped up in an oveAaul job 
before,” his mother commented thoughtfully, ^ou sure 

you feel hU right?” ^ i 

"Ym fine” he said impatieiitly. Gee, for Petes sake, 

what did it take to get them off bis back? 

Fern, Jack’s twelve-year old sister, put down her glass 
of milk after draining the contents. “Betcha Jacks got a 
girl friend,” she teased. 

Jack suppressed the desire to belt her one. ^ipe the 

milk off your mouth ” ^ 

“What I asked you,” his mother said, vras it you 
wanted ice cream on your pie tonight. We’re having 

pie for dessert.” ^ 

“Oh. Well, thanks, Mom. I think I’ll slap dessert. He 
placed his napkin beside his plate, pushed his chair back 
from the table. “Will you excuse me, please?” 

“For goodness sake, what’s your rush?” his mother 
asked querulously. “We just sat down.” 

His father peered at him closely through gold-rimmed 
glasses. “Going somewhere tonight, son?” 

“No, sir. I-I have some stuff in my room I want to 

tend to.” ,, j IV i,. 

He fled from the table. His mother called alter him. 

“That’s a sure way to get indigestion, tolting your food 
like that. IVe told you time and again—" 

The rest of her warning was lost as he reached the top 
of the stairs and the privacy of his room. He flopped 
across the bed and stared up at the ceiling, his fists 
doubled. 
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Why was somebody always on his back-Dugan at the 
garage or else his folks at home? Why couldn’t they leave 

a ^y alone? They acted as if he was still a Idd in junior 
high. 

Knuckles tapped at his door. His father looked in. 
Mmd if I sit down for a minute. Jack?" 

Oh, heck, no.” You’re going to, anyway. Jack thought 
m exasperation. A guy had as much privacy as a goldfish 
around here. 

His father entered the room, closed the door and 
made a small business of sitting down in Jack's chair 
before taking out and fumbling with his pipe. "You were 
sorta rude to your mother and sister tonight. Jack," he 
remonstrated. * 

Jack clamped his teeth in a mighty effort to hold his 
temper. “Fm sorry. I didn’t mean to.” 

“That wasn’t why I wanted to talk to you. though. 
Your mother and I have been worried about you the 
past week or two. You just haven’t been yourself, Jack.” 

Oh, man, how much poking and prying could a guy 
take? ^ 

“Fm fine,” Jack said shortly. 

TTou can t fool me. You’ve got something worrying you. 
^at Fern said got me to wondering. I know she was 
just making a childish wisecrack, but sometimes out of 
the mouth of babes-you know the rest. Have you got¬ 
ten mixed up with some girl. Jack? Is that what’s bother¬ 
ing you?” 

“Fm a big boy now,” Jack said. “Guys my age go out 
with girls." v e s 

“Don’t get smart alecky with me. Jack,” his father said 
sharply. 

Jack sighed. “Fm sorry. Dad. But honestly, for Pete’s 
saicc^“ 

All right. Just don’t forget—honor thy mother and 
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father* Youre never too ^own-up to respect your 
elders * 

“Yes, sir*'* 

“All right Now getting back to what we were talking 
about. So you're involved with a giiL” 

“I didn’t say that. Dad ” 

“Then you deny it?” 

Jack had seldom lied outright to his parents* Lying 
now would not come easy* A lifetime of strict home au¬ 
thority was no light thing to throw aside. 

*T know that in spring a young man’s fancy turns to 
love” his father contributed to the silence. 

Oh, for Pete's sake* Why couldn’t the old man cany 
on just one conversation without sticking in those corny 
sayings? Did he know how they grated on a person’s 
nerves? 

“So, I realize it’s normal for a boy your age to be in¬ 
terested in girls ” the elder Hammond went on. “But I’ve 
told you before, you can ruin your whole future if you 
get involved with a girl before you get your college ed¬ 
ucation*” 

Jack had the surprised feeling of seeing his father 
clearly for the first time—this stoop-shouldered man with 
the sallow complexion and defeated, washed-out blue 
eyes behind gold-rimmed glasses was newly a stranger 
to him* The ceiling light shone on the bald scalp that was 
covered only scantily with a few strands of hair. 

All his life Jack had taken his fathers advice and or¬ 
ders without question. He suddenly wondered why. 

The man before him would never amount to a hill of 
beans, had flopped at every job he tried. He made a 
halfway go at real estate only because his brother. Jack’s 
uncle, who carried a little weight around town, had got¬ 
ten him the job* 

Yet here he sat, never doubting his great, wise authori¬ 
ty, uttering profound advice and corny platihides* 
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What the heck did he really know? Had he ever held 
a glamorous red-headed doU like Babs Duncan in his 
arms? Had his heart ever thundered? 

Jack could not picture his father feeling passion or 
excitement, or filling a dull and tasteless life with any¬ 
thing but dry trivia. Once there had been a business trip 
to Chicago, Fifteen years ago—and Jack’s father was still 
talking about it 

‘T!)ad, let me get something straight,’* Jack stated. “Tm 
not supposed to get married—or think about it—until 1 
get a diploma. Right?” 

“Yes, That’s what Fve been trying to e^qplain, son ” 

“By the time I finish working my way through college 
ni be twenty-three or four ” 

“Well, yes. And then you can build a life,” 

“But what am I supposed to do in the meantime?” 

His father blinked behind the gold-rimmed glasses, 
“What?” 

“I mean, suppose I run into a real chick before I get all 
this college jazz over with?” 

“AU that glitters is not gold. The world is full of fiashy, 
cheap girls. But all theyTl do is mess up your life.” 

“How?” 

The sage’s bald scalp was glistening. He fumbled with 
his pipe and shifted uncomfortably in his chair. Sex was 
never discussed in Jack's home except in the most oblique 
and euphemistic terms, 

“Suppose you got mixed up with the wrong kind of 
girl, one of the fast ones that do anything. You might 
get her into trouble and have to many her—” 

“Don’t be so medieval, Dad. Girls are smart these days. 
They know how to take care of things. They don’t get 
into trouble, as you put it.” 

The weak, wise face was turning red. “Son, I don’t 
like to hear you talk ibis way. You’ve changed in the 
past two weeks,” 
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“Maybe IVe started thinking* You adults give out easy 
advice* You tell a guy not to mess around until he mar¬ 
ries the girl Then you tell him not to get married before 
he's got army service and college over with^and a good 
job. That makes him just about twenty-five* When he 
asks something practic^ like what is he supposed to do 
in the meantime, you act insulted*” 

The older man was flushed and trembling with anger. 
“You're getting out of hand. You listen to me, young 
man—” 

“No. You listen to me for a change** Jack stood up. 
“Tm tired of everybody on my back, telling me how to 
eat, and talk, what to do with my life, Tm no kid any 
more* Ever since I finished high school and went to work 
for Mr. Dugan, Fve been paying you and Mom room and 
board each month, I figure that entitles me to a little 
privacy. If I want to go out with some chick Tm tired 
of getting the third degree about it” He strode to bis 
closet and took out a sport coat “I'm going out for a 
while” 

“You can’t talk like this to me ” his father spluttered* 
“I forbid you. WeVe thinking only of your welfare.” 

“Skip it,” Jack said hopelessly. He put on his coat, 
picked up his wallet, comb and car keys and trotted 
downstairs, 

“All right, wise guy ” his father yelled after him, “YouTl 
learn the hard way. Pride goeth before a fall ” 

Jack rolled lus eyes to the ceiling. Man, oh, man. Soma 
day the old man would say something new and every¬ 
body would faint 


Jack backed his hot rod noisily into the street and 
drove to the ^ge of the neighborhood* He stopped at a 
lighted comer booth and dialed Babs’ number* 

She answered on the first ring. When she heard Jack’s 
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voice she said tearfully, "'Honey, IVe been sitting here 
by the phone all afternoon, about to go nuts. I’d almost 
decided you weren’t going to call.” 

""A lot of things came up,” he said. “StiU want to go 
out?” 

“Of course I do, baby. Fm all dressed and everything,” 

“Can I come right over and pick you up?” 

She hesitated. “Too dangerous. I have nosy neighbors. 
I’d better meet you somewhere ” 

He thought for a moment. “How about the drive-in 
theater?” 

“No, that’s too public. Wait, let me think.” She was 
silent for a few seconds before asking, “You know the 
big shopping center near my home?” 

“Sure.” 

“Most of the stores will be closed by now. The park¬ 
ing lot is dark, especially the north end. I’ll drive over 
and wait for you there.” 

“Okay” 

He burned rubber crossing town in a hurry. He could 
hardly wait to hold her in his arms. 

He reached the rendezvous at the parking area and 
looked anxiously for her car. At first he thought she was 
standing him up. Then he spotted the convertible, parked 
in deepest shadow beside a building at the north end of 
the center. He spun his heap around, switched off the 
headlights and pulled in beside her. 

The coal of her cigarette arched out and splattered 
sparks on the pavement. Her door slammed. There was a 
quick tap of heels and then his own car door opened 
and she slid in beside him with a seductive nylon swish. 

Without a word, th^ were in each other s arms. Jack 
held the body that now was familiar and beloved. He 
kissed her hard, a mixture of anger and passion boding 
within him. 

She said breathlessly, “Let’s get away from here. Jack. 
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This neighborhood makes me nervous. So many people 
know me ” 

“Okay/ He started his heap, raked the floor shift 
into gear, and pulled out of the parking area with his 
twin glass-pack mufflers drumming. 

She moved close to him, resting her hand intimately 
on his thi^- *lVhere are we going, honeyi^ 

“I don't know. What do you want to doF" 

“Could we go somewhere and dance?” 

“Sure/ 

He drove to McGinty's, a favorite hangout for teen¬ 
agers, just past city limits. No doubt some kids would 
recognize him there but he did not particularly give a 
hang. In his present mood, he no longer cared if the 
whole town knew he was going with a married woman. 
And that included his parents. 

A rock V roll band was playing. Jack guided Babs to a 
booth. They ordered two beers and danced to the slower 
numbers. 

Babs wore a dress of expensive green material that 
hugged her in all the sexy places. The front was cut in 
an open V that revealed the valley between her breasts. 

She danced with her cheek to Jack s. “Sweetheart, Fm 
so hot for you tonight,” she whispered. 

“Me, too,” he said. Excitement drummed in his veins. 

She pressed her belly against his. “Will you make love 
to me tonight?” She nibbled at his earlobe, teasingly, lov¬ 
ingly. 

“You bet I will/ Jack said thickly. 

“Where? Why not a motel? WeVe never been to a 
motel together. What fun to relax in a room all our own.” 

“I didn't bring enough money along/ Jack admitted 
sheepishly. “How about we just drive out to the Hill 
Road and park?” 

“Is that where the teenagers go?” 

He nodded. 
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She looked up at him with a kind and mysterious 
smile. “That would be fun, too, honey. We never have 
necked in a parked car. I'll feel like a high school girl 
on a date * 

They stopped planning and went on dancing. Jack, 
still in a rebellious, angry state of mind, forgot to talk 
to Babs. 

He was glad he was with her, diough. She was the 
only one who did not order him around and try to run 
his life. 

He wished there were nobody else in the world except 
Babs and himself. He could be perfectly happy with that 
arrangement. 

If only they weren't stuck with her husband and bis 
folks. Why did there have to be so many people around, 
lousing things up for Babs and Jack? 

They danced at McGinty^s for an hour. Jack paid the 
check while Babs gathered up her cigarettes, lighter and 
purse. 

They walked toward the door past a table of teen¬ 
agers who stared at them curiously. One of the girls 
said, “Hello, Jack^ 

“Oh, hi, Dorothy," he replied. He guided Babs out to 
his car . 

In the car, she asked, ^*Who was that girl?" 

Jack turned on the ignition. ‘The one that spoke to me? 
She's Dorothy Spears.” 

Babs lit a cigarette. She remained far over on her own 
side of the seat. Her manner, suddenly, was withdrawn 
and cool. “She's very pretty.” 

Jack turned down the highway toward the Hill Road. 
T guess so.” 

“You go out with her a lot?^ 

“Dorothy? Heck, no. She's just a girl in my crowd.” 

Babs inhaled furiously. “I don't beheve you.” 

It dawned on Jack that Babs too had been seized by 
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a strange and angry mood. He looked away from the 
highway to glance at her for a moment* ‘'What’s bogging 
you ail of a sodden?” 

“Nothing ” she said shortly. 

“Sure, there is. You re acting real sore ” 

She stabbed her cigarette out in the car’s ashtray* 
“How old is Dorothy?’’ 

“How the heck should I Imow? About seventeen, I 
guess. She's a senior in high school ” 

Babs turned her face away and looked out of the win¬ 
dow. She would say no more, and she refused to move 
closer to him. 

Jack took a farm-to-market road for a mile, then turned 
right on a country lane. He finally parked in a lonely 
spot beside a clump of trees* 

“I wish to heck you’d explain what’s wrong,’’ he said 
sullenly. “Dorothy said hello and I said hello and you 
get all sore. What was 1 supposed to do, walk past her 
with my nose in the air?” 

Babs faced him at last. He was surprised to see that 
she had been crying—somehow, he had expected her to 
save her tears for passion, “Jack, don’t you understand? 
Vm so crazy about you I can’t stand to think of you with 
one of those girls.’’ 

“Who said I ever was with one?’’ he demanded. 

“Have you ever brought Dorothy out here and necked 
with her?” 

Jack blew out his breath in exasperation and leaned 
over the steering wheel. “Look, IVe never even had a 
date with her ” 

Babs stared at him, her lovely brown eyes wide and 
moist, “Honey, I want to believe you,” she whispered. 
“But she's so yoimg. Only seventeen. And so pretty—” 

“Dorothy? She’s just a stupid kid. All she can do is 
giggle and act silly ” 

Babs crept closer, pressing her cheek against his 
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shoulder. T guess I’ve made a damn fool of myself,” she 
apologized. “I never was blind jealous before. I fhinlr 
I’d go out of my mind if you ever made love with another 
girl.” 

Jack was still truculent with anger. “And how do you 
think I feel?” 

Her expression was puzzled. “What do you mpan 
honey?” 

“You know what I mean. How do you think I feel 
about you sleeping with another guy every night?” 

She licked her lips. “But that's different, sweetie. I’m 
married, and—” 

“Why is it different?” he said through his teeth, his 
fists clenched against the steering wheeL “Is that sup¬ 
posed to make me like it any better?" 

Babs twisted her fingers nervously. “Jack, honey—” 

In a low, tight voice, he asked the question that had 
hammered in his brain for some time. “Do you—do you 
still do it with him?” 

She swallowed hard, looked down at her fingers. “Jack, 
we’re married.” Her voice was dull and small. “He’s my 
husband. He has a right to me when he wants—” 

“Boy, I swear,” Jack said, shaking his head, “you 
women are really something. Here you just blew your 
stack because a girl said hello to me. And I’m supposed 
to forget that after we spend an evening together and 
make love together, you’re going home to another guy 
and give him some, too.” 

Jack, stop it,” she screamed, shoving her trembling 
fingers into her hair. She whirled and faced him, her eyes 
blazing. “Now that you’ve brought the subject up, let’s 
discuss it. Art is not a very strongly sexed man, but still 
he sometimes wants it. What am I supposed to do? Lock 
him out of my bedroom? Tell him no, Tm going with a 
boy named Jack Hammond? Drag you into a scandal?” 
She shook her head. No—I lie there and" close my eyes 
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and grit my teeth and let him have me* And you ktiow 
what I feel like? I feel like the lowest whore that ever 
lived* But you wouldn't understand that You wouldn’t 
understand what it's like to be a woman, in love with one 
man and having forced intercourse with another ” 

She stopped for a moment, out of breath, shaking from 
head to foot* ""Yon make cracks about women. Listen, 
Jack, you might as well leam this now: It’s a tough, rough 
world. Nobody gives you anything* When you’re an adult 
you do the best you can. You make bargains with life* 
You pretend. You tell yourself lies-and maybe, if you re 
lucky, you swipe a few moments of happiness now and 
then* I mean, if you're damn lucky/' 

Jack did not Imow how to answer. He felt somehow 
shamed—his own family conflicts seemed suddenly petty. 

They were silent for long, cold moments. At last Jack 
murmured, “Gee, Babs, Tm sorry. I guess I was pretty 
lousy," 

She was still crying softly. She looked at him through 
her tears, “Jack, honey, whats wrong with us tonight? 
You were angry when you picked me up, I sensed it right 
away" 

He nodded* ‘‘Yeah, I had a row with my father, I guess 
it was my fault. Like you say, it’s not easy trying to do 
what is right. I get kind of bugged sometimes. I mean, 
Tm not a kid any more. But Dad, weD, he acts like I 
don't have sense enough to blow my own nose. He's al- 
ways on my back about my future, always bugging me 
about the college bit. You'd think it was him who wanted 
to go off to school." 

They fell silent again. 

Jack became aware of their seclusion in the parked 
car* Outside, the night drew a mantle of soft dark velvet 
around them, shutting away the world with all its prob¬ 
lems. Jack could hear faint summer sounds, a tree frog 
down by the creek, the chiip of crickets in the weeds. 
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A breeze stirred the dry, dusty grass in the ditch beside 
the road. 

As his eyes adjusted to darkness, he was able to see 
more than the blur of Babs' face. Her cheeks were soft 
and beautiful, her eyes luminous. A sweet yearning filled 
his throat until it ached. 

She looked back with her heart in her eyes. "Jack, 
please, let’s not be mad any more,” she whispered. With 
a sob, she was in his arms and he was roughly kissing 
her tear-wet mouth. The fragrance of her hair filled his 
nostrils. His hands groped for the hidden excitement of 
her body. 

He felt the soft nakedness of her thighs above the tops 
of her nylons. 

She lay back and let him strip her. 

She touched his body, and her hands and lips stimu¬ 
lated him in ways he had never dreamed about. 

He thought he had already learned all about love from 
Babs. 

In the back of the car that night, she taught him that 
he had passed only the entrance exam. 
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AFTER much troubled thought, Babs rented an in¬ 
expensive efficiency apartment in a quiet part of town 
where she and Jack could meet. Keys to their own hide¬ 
away seemed the practical, safe means for the conduct of 
their affair. 

The back seat of a parked car might be all right for a 
single romantic evening, she decided, but that was alL 
And motels were risky. 

Fortunately, Art gave her a generous monthly allow¬ 
ance and never asked an accounting of how she spent it. 
By cutting a few comers on her wardrobe, cosmetics and 
hairdresser, she could easily afford the apartment, 

She planned to surprise Jack with it Telling him 
nothing about it, she spent the better part of a week, 
cleaning and decorating the place. Since the nei^bor- 
hood was shabby, she decided against any effort to make 
the apartment elegant—a project which, in any case, 
would have cost too much. Instead, she played up the 
beatnik theme. She bought inexpensive modem prints, 
made by a textured process which gave them at a dis¬ 
tance the appearance of oil paintings. 

She hid the dingy floors with large straw mats at a 
few dollars apiece. Candles in empty wine bottles, and 
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her portable stereo stacked with cool, muted jazz, gave 
the final romantic touch. 

She phoned Jack at Dugans Garage on a Tuesday 
afternoon, “Honey, can you meet me tonight?^ she asked 
excitedly. 

“Sure, What do you want to do?^ 

“I have a surprise “ She gave him the address of the 
flat and made him promise to come there straight after 
work. 

Jack was mystified, “You mean, come like I am, in my 
work clothes? What is this place, anyway?” 

“Nevar mind, sweetie. You just do as I say " 

Next, Babs phoned Arthurs office. She told him that 
she and Shirley Landrum were going to dinner and a 
concert and that she might be late. She called and 
wanted Shirley to cover up in case Art ever asked 
about the evening. 

Preliminary details out of the way, Babs spent the 
afternoon in and out of the tiny apartment, making prep¬ 
arations. At a small neighborhood grocery store, she 
purdiased the ingredients for Neapolitan spaghetti with 
savory meat balls and a salad. At the liquor store she 
ordered two large bottles of chianti wine. 

She carried her groceries upstairs, znaldng se\'eral 
trips. As she unlocked her door, a slatternly pregnant 
woman of forty appeared across the ball^ leaning in an 
open doorway. 

“Hello,she said in a nasal twang. “Guess you re my 
new neighbor. Heard you comin" an' gom\” 

Babs nodded. “Hello,” she said shortly. Balancing the 
groceries on one hip, she quickly got past her door and 
into her apartment. She had no wish to become familiar 
with other people in this building. 

She changed into lounging pajamas and occupied 
herself for the rest of tiie afternoon preparing ssdad. 
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meatballs, spaghetti and garlic bread, and oountmg tbe 
miniites und Jack’s arrival. 

At six-fifteen she heard his knock on the door. Her 
heart quickened its tempo. She untied and threw aside 
her apron, smoothed her hair and hurried to the door. 
Her eyes were sparkling, her cheeks flushed. 

“Hi, sweet baby,” she cried as she opened die door. 

Jack entered slowly, looking around in amazement 
"Hey, who does this pad belong to?” 

“It's ours, sw^tie ” Babs informed him 

“What d’you mean, ours?” 

“I mean, I rented it We can meet here whenever we 
like,” She savored his look of stunned surprise. “Well, 
what do you think of it?” 

“Gee, it’s real crazy ” he said, still somewhat dazed. 
“You mean you rented it, really?” 

She tucked her arm through his. “Come on. Ill give 
you the guided tour of both roonis. The one we re stand¬ 
ing in is the combination hving and bedroom. You see, 
the couch over there opens into a bed” She gave his 
arm a squeeze. “I hope we're going to try it out before 
the evening is over,” she added, her voice thickening as 
she gazed at his handsome young profile md broad 
shoulders. 

Then she opened a door. “This, as you see, is the 
bathroom. It’s small, but adequate.” She pulled him 
across the main room, “And this leads into the other 
room, the kitchen, where mama is right now preparing 
one of her de luxe dinners for a hungry young man.” 

“Hey, that smells real good,” he said, 

“How do you like the way Tve fixed the place? IVe 
been working at it for a week,” 

Jack shook his head, stQl bewildered. “It’s too much. 
You’re something, all right,” He looked at her with re¬ 
spect for her devemess. 

“How do you like my sure-enough, genuine Picasso 
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prints?" she asked gaily, waving her hand at the walls. 
“Who's thatr 

“Who's what?" 

“That Pick—Picasso, or whatever it was you said." 

Babs stared a moment to see whether he were not 
joldng. “He's a famous modem painter, silly. I found a 
bunch of his prints at an art store for a bargain. I think 
they go fine with this bohemian atmosphere, don't you?" 

He studied one of the prints. “Oh. Gee, I never could 
make much sense of that modem painting jazz. I guess 
it's okay " 

Babs felt a brief letdown. Was Jack missing the whole 
point of her decorating the place? He was extremely in¬ 
terested in the meal she was preparing, however, and 
that brightened her spirits. Italian cooking was her spe¬ 
cialty, as it had been her mother's. 

“Now, sweetie," she said briskly, “you go take a shower 
while I finish getting dinner. But give me a kiss first." 

He grinned, happy to oblige. When his clean young 
mouth touched hers, passion flamed in her. She thought 
of the evening of lovaonaking before them and a thrill 
raced down her spine. 

“I guess I'll take my shower," he said, reluctantly let¬ 
ting her go. He looked down at his grease-stained 
clothes. “I'll sure hate putting these on again, though. 
You should have let me stop home to dean up." 

“I was afraid you'd eat there. Anyway, I’m selfish. I 
wanted you with me every possible minute," She paused, 
pinching her lip between her teeth. A mischievous note 
entered her voice. “I'll tell you what. We'll solve the 
clothes problem. We'll play nudist" 

“What?" 

“Sure.” Her look dared him to disagree. “It’U be fun, 
won't it?” 

“You bet it he agreed heartily, “But I don’t 

know if well get trough supper." 
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"I’ll make you wait," she told him with mock severity. 
“I want you to eat a good, hearty meal. The mood I'm 
in this evening, you’re going to need all the strength you 

caB get.” 

He gfiimed. sweE with me, It^s been almost a 

week.” 

She pushed him toward the bathroom. “Now, go 
already.” 

After he disappeared into the bathroom and turned 
on the shower, Babs undressed, hanging her pajamas 
and underwear in the closet Nude esEcept for her high- 
heeled golden slippers, she returned to the kitchen. The 
meal was cooked and had only to be placed on the 
table. She opened one of the c^anti bottles and fiEed 
their glasses. She lit the candles that were stuck in 
bottles on the table and turned out aE the lights. 

In the flickering candleEght, she knew her magnifi¬ 
cent, long-legged body became golden in hoe with 
gleaming hig^ghts and soft, intimate shadows. 

Jack came out of die shower. His muscular young 
body glowed from scrubbing and toweling. His hair was 
damp, carefully combed. Babs felt her throat ache. All 
the other decorations paled. Jack was magnificent-far 
more than any painting which he did not understand. 

The sight of her body by candleh^t brought m m- 
stant reaction. Jack grabbed for her. 

She darted nimbly out of his reach. From a safe posi¬ 
tion behind a kitchen chair, she giggled, “Sit down and 
eat first, you sex maniac. You get me for dessert” 

“Sounds like a good deal ” Jack grinned. 

They faced each other across the table. Babs was too 
excited to do more ftian pick at her food. She watched 
Jack wolf down huge quantities of meatballs and spa¬ 
ghetti with his bealftiy teenage appetite. He washed 
down the food with moderate gulps of wine. 

She was crazy about him, she thought, her throat 
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TODsWcting. Her togers ached to buiy themselves in 
his thick, wavy hair. She was starved, not for food, but 
for Jack Hammond’s kisses. She gazed across the table^ 
arinldng in every line and detail of his face and his 
^ooth young flesh. She loved the ripple of muscles in 
his shoulders and aims as he ate. 

The chianti made him mildly drunk. She could tell 
that he was completely unused to alochol. He knew no 
more about wine than he did about Picasso, but he liked 
It She filled his glass twice and he would have had 
more but she refused him. She did not want a drunk 
teenager on her hands. 

She turned on her phonograph. The restrained, atonal 
sound of cool jazz filled the room with its subtle beat 

She turned and saw him behind her. They stared at 
each other for ody a second. She went a little blind widi 
excitement Their bodies rushed together savagely, each 
straining a^inst the nakedness of the other. Babs 
writhed against her beautiful young lover, digging her 
nails into his back, gasping and moaning. 

They fell to the floor together. Dimly, Babs was aware 
of the straw matting under her bare shoulders. They 
never made it as far as the couch. 
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SHIRLEY LANDRUM said, ‘^abs, I’m worried about 
you.’' 

The time was mid-moniing. The two women were 
drinking coffee at Shirle/s house. Babs had stopped by 
to ask Shirley to cover for her with Art again toni^t, 
"Worried?” Babs placed her cup back on the saucer. 
"What do you mean, Shirley?” 

"You know Hanrn well what I mean.” Shirley thrust a 
pink and perfumed cigarette into a long-stemmed hold¬ 
er and gave hersdt a light with a flourish of j anglin g 
bracelets. “This ridiculous affair you’re having with a 

child.” ^ 

Babs flushed angrily. “I wish you wouldn’t say things 
like Shirley. Jack may be young but he’s no child. 
He’s more of a man than Art, who*s twice his age. 

“AH right, if it makes you happier, we’ll call him your 
young man. But how long do you think you can keep 
this up?” 

“I don’t know,” Babs admitted, looking gloomily down 

at her cup. _ 

“Exactly how long has the affair been going onr^ 
“Two months,” Babs said without hesitation. She 
knew the measure of every precious instant of her stolen 
time with Jack. 
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“And you stffl have that love nest over on Lowery 
Street, I suppose—” 

Again, Babs flashed her friend an angry look "Shirley, 
why must you use those cheap terms? You’re trying to 
make the relationship something shabby and vul gar. 
You’re doing it deliberately.” 

Shirley flicked her ash from her cigarette to the flag¬ 
stone floor of the patio where they were having cofi^ee. 

"Very well,” she said, “I'D try to be more delicate. The 
problem is my habit of calling a spade a spade." 

“The problem is that you don't understand at all” 
Babs retorted. She tried to explain. “I’ve never known 
anything like this before, Shirley. At my age I thought I 
knew about love. Now I realize what love can be like 
in the anns of the right man. I knew nothing before I 
met him.” 

JBy love’ I assume you’re referring to sex, of course.” 

“AD right, if you want to use vulgar terms again. Yes, 
SKr. Shirley, these past two months Tve discovered that 
every book, every poem that’s ev& been written about 
ecstasy and passion never even began to explain how 
wonderful, how completely devasting. how-” She made 
a gesture indicating inabiDty to put her experience into 
words. “I can only say that with Jack Tve found com- 
plete fulfillment, all that a woman can know," 

Shirley sighed, her cigarette holder theatrical and 
drooping, her wrist limp. “So you’ve found the grand 
p^sion. Why argue? As a matter of fact, I’m quite en¬ 
vious. But I must try to inject a smaU note of reason 
into aD this fulfillment. In your state, Babs, you're 
capable of nothing logical" 

Shirley paused to have a sip of coEee. Then she con¬ 
tinued. “For example, I don’t tiiink you realize yourseD 
the chances you've been taking lately.” 

Babs frowned thou^tfuDy, then made an impatient 
gesture with her head. "I’ve always given Art a good 
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^lanation for the evenings Tve Been out Anyway, he s 
an wrapped up in that old business of his. If I told 

him I had to make an orbital flight, he’d only g^t ^ 

Shirley pursed her heavily painted mouth. lou re 
saie of that, are you? Listen Babs. Art may gve *6 
appearance of being slow and deaise. But he didnt 
come the town’s most successful realtor because he s 
stmdd. When this thing first started I wasnt as womed. 
You’d see the boy for an hour ot so during the day 
somewhere. Lately it’s been two or^^three ni^ts a week. 
Art is bound to become suspicious.” 

Babs shrugged. “Fiankly, I don’t care. ^ 

Shirley swore gently. “Now I know Tm wom^. When 
a wife who’s taken a lover makes a statement like that, 
she’s gone off her troHey. You actuaUy don’t care if Art 
finds you out?” 

“Not any more. In a way it would be a relief. 

“But he would divorce you.” 

“That’s what I mean. Shirley, how can I go on hvmg 
with that man another day? You don’t know what its 
Ulra to be in love with one man and have to live wm 
another. Evwy time Art touches me my skin crawls. 

The sunlight turned brassy on Shhle/s bleached head. 
She asked, "And if Art divorced you, then what?” 

Babs was amazed at Shiiley^s lack of understandiD^^ 
“Why, rd be free to spend my time with Jack. We could 
get married.” 

"You think he’d marry you?" , 

“I know he would. We’ve talked about it a lot. Weve 

even made—well, plans.” , j «ti 

Shirl^’s breathing was audible and shocked, baDS, 
you honestly mean you’d marry an ei^teen-year-old 

^ you love a person, what difference does age make?" 
Tt makes a hell of a difference when it's the woman 
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who’s older, espedaUy if the man is sHU a teenage boy. 
you’d be run out of town.* 

“Then we’d go to some other town." 

Shirley leaned forward earnestly. “Can’t you see«, it’s 
one thing to have a fling with a kid like this, but to 
th^ about manying him-well, you are mad," she said 
with eocasperatiotL 

“Why? Since when is it mental illness to want to be 
with the one you loveP* 

Shfr]^ CQ^ented dryly, "Being in love with a man 
and living with him all the time are two different tTiinara 
Oh, hell, why must I tell you these things? You’re a 
grown woman. I swear I think that boy has made a 
teenager of you. Suppose you were married to him. What 
would you talk about? What would you do together, I 
mean beside the obvious? I don’t care how much you 
like it, you can’t spend all your time in bed widi him. 
What else could you possibly have in common with an 
eighteen-year-old boy?" 

“There’s no use talking, Shirley. You don’t know Jack. 
You can t grasp what a fine person he is, how sweet 
considerate he can be. How—” Babs interrupted herself. 
"But why try to explain? If you don’t want to cover for 
me tonight with Art, it’s perfectly all ri^t* 

Babs rose and gathered her poise and cigarettes. 

Shirley put a firm hand on Babs’ shoulder and pushed 
her hack in die chair. “Don’t go hufiy on me. Of course 
I’ll covCT fOT you. We gals have to stick togeth®, don’t 
we? What other chance do we have against the whole 
lou^ male race? Now park your fanny li^t where it is 
until I get firesh coffee. Well talk about something dieer- 
ful. Did I tell you about the darling cocktail gown I saw 
at the Smart Shop yesterday?" 


Babs and Jack were resting after a lovemaldng session 
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that had lasted for two hours. The lumpy couch bad 
been opened in the Lowery Street apartment. Babs snug¬ 
gled dose to Jack. Only a sheet covered them. Her bare 
nrm lay across his diest. 

came frran the steady yellow flame of a candle 
on a table. Wax in soft vague shapes coated the empty 
chianti bottle that served as a candlestick. Many previ¬ 
ous candles, flidcering out their lives through many 
evenings of love, had created the bottle’s mantle. 

Strains of searching music drifted from the player 
across the room. 

Babs caressed Jad^s face with wei^tless fingertips, 
traced the infant lines between his brows. “Why so seri¬ 
ous, sweet baby?” she murmured. 

Jack si^ed. Trouble at borne again.” 

She kissed him softly. “Want to tell me about it?” 

“Oh, it’s the same old jazz. My old man’s on my back 
again. CoDege, ooQege, college. I get it breakfast, noon 
and ni^t. Tall term's going to start soon. Jack,* he keeps 
saying. Then he starts bugging me to make up my mind 
wMch school ni go to.” 

Babs’ ^es clouded. "It scares me when you talk about 
going away to college.” Tears filled her eyes. “I don’t 
know what Td do if you went away,” she choked. 

“Hey, there.” He slipped bis arm about her, pulled bar 
closer. “Who said I’m going any place?” 

“Jack,” she pleaded anxiously, “they won’t make you 
go away to college, will they?” 

“Nobody's going to make me do anything,” he prom¬ 
ised. “Heck, it’s my money. My father couldn’t afford to 
send me across town on the city bus.” 

She moistened her lips. “But you ought to go to col¬ 
lege. Tm being so damned selfish—” 

'Xook, I don’t want to talk about it,” he said, "I have 
enough of this argument at home. Maybe I want to go to 
college, maybe 1 don't. But I'm sure tired of people 
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telling me what I ought to do. This once Td like to makA 
Up my min d myself,” 

“I’m sorry, honey,” she said quickly. “You’re right” 
She kissed him again. "We’ll talk about something else." 

She wiggled comfortably closer, content with flie 
warmth of his naked body resting nert to hers. She 
sensed the return of his desire. He kissed her and his 
bands moved to her breasts. 

She smiled dreamily. "You never do get enough, do 
you, sweetheart?" 

“I never get «aough of you," he admitted. 

"Well, then,” she said huskily, ‘Veil take care of that 
little mattmr. She adjusted her body to his and closed 
her eyes and murmured litde cries of incoherent pleasure 
as his hard, thrusting vitality tiuobbed deep in her being. 

At that instant, the world exploded into bits. 

Afterwards she would not remember the details 
clearly. She would recall being lost in the moist, warm, 
sensuous world of love with Jack. 

Then rudely, there ware hot, glaring white lights. 
There was ugliness, the sick, twisting nausea of shame 
w^ching at-her guts. There was shock that left her 
mind numb. 

She had not heard the key turn in the door. The 
blinding glare of the camera flash bulb was the first 
jolting reahty. 

She heard her own scream. She twisted away from 
Jack, jerked to a sitting position in bed, desperately 
clutching the sheet to cover her nakedness. 

Three people stood at the op«r doorway. One was 
Arthur, her husband, his face a mask of cold fury. A 
large, burly man held the camera, grinning lecherously. 
Next to him was the woman who owned the apartment 
building. Her face wore a pinched look of self-satisfied 
outrage. 
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The passkey was clutched in her bony hand. “I figured 
5 pmf>ihing fishy was goin’ on here from the first,” she said 
shrilly. “She rented this place, but I never seen her here 
more ^hait a couple nights a week and always with that 
boy. I run a respectable building here. I don’t put up 
with that kind of—” 

Tho big camoraBaEii shoved ber Eside and snEpped 
another picture. 

Babs was cryiiig, trying to bide her face with her 
hands. Jack, white-faced and trembling, had scrambled 
out of bed. Awkwardly, his back turned, he pulled on 
his trousers. 

In a cold, ti^t voice, Arthur asked the man witti the 
camera, “Is that all you need?” 

“You bet, Mr. Duncan.” He grinned, filling his eyes 
with Bab^ nude body, poorly hidden by the sheet 
“These two pictures and the witnesses you got will stand 
Up in any divorce court.^ 

Jade had gotten his trousers on. Throu^ tears of 
shock and humiliation, Babs saw him dive at Arthur 
with swinging fists. "You lousy bastard," he cried in a 
furious, hi^pitched voice. He too was crying with 
anger and helpless s ham e. 

One wild swing connected widi Arthur's jaw. Babs 
saw her husband stumble ag^nst a wall. Jai^ jumped 
him again. 

The big with the caught Jack from be- 

hind. Grinning, as if he were a huge bear playing wi* 
a rabbit he grabbed Jack’s arm and in an experienced 
move that was quicker than the eye, pinned it under the 
shoulderblade. His free hand came down edgewise in 
a diopping rabbit punch. 

Jack slumped, momentarily stunned. “Take it easy, 
bub,” the large man grunted. “You re in the big league 
now.” 

“Leave tiim alone,” Babs screamed. “Don’t hurt him. 
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The burly man looked to Arthur for instructions. “How 
about it, Mr. Duncan? Want me to rough the Idd up 
some? Sorta teach him a lesson?” 

Arthur pushed away from the wall, nursing his bruised 
jaw. He shook his head. "Just get him out of here." 

The landlady, ashen-faced, had retreated to the door¬ 
way. Now her shrill voic* screeched, “I won’t have it—I 
won’t have canying's-on like this-Tll call the police-” 
Shut her up, too,” Arthur Duncan told his helper. 

Babs saw that the hall was crowded with tenants of 
other apartments, shoving and pushing to get a glimpse 
of what was going on. 

The burly man—Babs supposed he was a private de¬ 
tective-hustled Jack and the landlady out of the room 
and slammed the door. Arthur locked it from the in¬ 
side, He turned to Babs, his slate-gray eyes glazed with 
fury. Babs felt her blood run cold with fright. 

He was going to Idll her, she thought with sudden 
wild panic. 

He stood over her and whispered, "You rotten little 
slut.” 

His eyes were not sane. Saliva trickled from a comer 
of his twitching mouth. 

Babs knew with bon^chilling fright that she was 
teetering on the edge of her grave. 

His flat palm swung out, slapping her across the face 
with all his strength. The blow knocked her halfway 
across the bed. She uttered a choked scream. 

He jerked the sheet from the bed. Naked, she tried to 
crawl away from him. She was whimpering, 

“Look at you,” Arthur whispered hoarsely, "Wallowing 
in bed with a juvenile delinquent.” 

Suddenly, he began crying, hoarse, wracking sobs that 
shook his entire body. “You were my wife. I honored and 
respected you. I worked like a damn fool to give you 
nice things. I loved you—and then you—you—” 
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Babs pushed shaking fingers into her auburn hain 
Now die was crouched on the bed. “Art, listen to me— 

Suddenly he collapsed on the edge of the bed like a 
punctured balloon, burying his face in his hands and 
sobbing. 

“Art; listen,” she pleaded shakily, "can’t we try and 
talk about this calmly—” 

In his shattered emotional state he was not aware of 
her words. *1 began to suspect something,” he mumbled, 
his face gray and sagging, “but at first I couldn t believe 
it. Then you kept making one flimsy excuse after another 
to stay away in the evenings, so I hired a private detec¬ 
tive. When he told me you were involved with an 
eighteen-year-old kid—” 

“Art-” 

He staggered to his feet and loomed over her. "Well, 
how was it?” he yelled. “Did you enjoy that damn kidr 

“Listen to me,” she screamed. "You don’t understand.” 

"I understand, all right I understand what I saw when 
I fame in here ” He slapped her again. 

Hct face went numb. She was dazed by the blow. 
Again she tried to crawl away. He was seized as though 
by mania. Using his fist he rained blows on her face 
and shoulders. When she raised her arms to protect her 
face, he beat her naked body. She finally was sprawled 
on die bed, a dazed, quivering mass of pain, moaning 
through bleeding lips. 

Tm not through with you,” he panted, swaying over 
her limp form. “I’ll notify that boy’s parents about what 
happened here. I hope they throw your cheating fanny 
in jail. IT! see that every scandal sheet in the country gets 
the story. And I’m going to make this divorce hearing as 
raw as I can. When I get through with you, you won’t 
walk down the street without people spitting on you." 

Then he lurched to the bathroom, fell on his knees 
and was sick. 
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THE news headings and stories would haunt her all her 
life, Babs thought during the nightmare week that fol¬ 
lowed Arthur’s raid. 


LOCAL MAraON IN LOVE NEST TBiANGaLE 
^ TEENAGE BOY, MARRIED WOMAN 

NAMED IN ADULTERY SUIT 

“She had m apartment across the hall from 
me and hronght the hoy there several nights 
a week,** a neighbor told a reporter today 
about char^ that Mrs, Arthur Duncan, 28 , al¬ 
legedly enticed a local youth to a love nest 
apartment for lewd and indecent purposes. 

One sickening shock had followed another. 

First tha-e had been the horror of Art catching her in 
bed with Jack-next tihe physical shock of the brutal beat¬ 
ing he had given her. 

Somehow, after he had finally left her alone she had 
been able to drag her bruised body from the bed, get 
dressed and stumble downstairs to a taxi She had gone 
to Shirley Landrum’s house and Shirl^ had hastily 
summoned a doctor. 

Babs had suffered cradced ribs, many bruises and 
lacerations, but no serious internal injuries. After a com- 
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plete examinatioii and X-rays tb© doctor was abl© to do 
littl© more for her than tape up her ribs and administer 
codeine for pain. Time would heal the bruises and sore^ 

ness, he promised. j . * 1 . 

Her physical discomfort was nothing compared to me 
emotional impact of the weeks sordid events. 

She was prepared for Art’s divorce action, but not for 
criminal charges. When policemen came to Shirley Lan¬ 
drum’s house with a warrant for her arrest she hit the 
rock bottom of shame and despair. 

Shirley was wonderful to Babs, hovering over hra like 
an anxiOBs mother hen, chasing away reporters with 
acid execrations. She telephoned a lawyer immediately 
when Babs was arrested. 

The lawyer was expensive bnt highly competenL He 
had Babs released on bail within an hour. 

He took her back to Shirley’s home for a long chat 
“TTou understand, Mrs, Duncan, these c rimina l charges 
against you have been brou^t by the boy s parents?” 

Charles Marston was in his late thirties. He had steel- 
gray hair, piercing black eyes and a deceptively mild 
voice. He was known as an attorney who rarely lost a 
case. 

He went on, “If the parents could be persuaded to drop 
these charges I don’t think the district attorney would 
pursue the matter furtha:. The whole case would collapse. 
Do you think you could reason with these people?” 

Babs shook her head miserably. “I ve never met them. 
From what Jack told me, his father is a self-n^teous, 
pompous little man, a fanatic about Jack and Jack’s 
future. I don’t think he’d show me mercy.” 

"How about Jack?” 

Babs looked at the floor. "I haven’t been in touch with 
kim since—well, since that night.” 

“Do you he’ll side with you or with his parents?” 

Babs said fervently, "Jack loves me. He hates the way 
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his father tries to run his life—especially since the old 
man is a pitiful failure himself.'’ 

The lawyer closed his briefcase. "Well sit H gbf for a 
few days. I can’t see where we'd gain by appealing to the 
father directly. From die way you've described him, we'd 
only make his indignation worse. Maybe he’ll cool down 
and drop the charges." 

"And if not?” 

The lawyer smiled. “We’ll cross that bridge when-and 
if—we come to it.” 

Babs said tearfully, “They’re making it all sound so 
dirty. Those ghastly newspaper stories—” She stopped 
and looked at him imploringly. “They keep using awful 
words. Lewd. Indecent. They make me out some kind of 
nymphomamac who goes around preying on children. 
Has it occurred to anyone that Jack and I were in love?” 

A small, dry smile touched Charles Marston's lips. "Mrs. 
Duncan, in my profession one learns very early that the 
human mind is the dirtiest sewer on earth.” 


In Jack’s room. Jack and his father were having a 
bitter row. The elder Hammond was pacing back and 
forth, highly agitated. His scalp glistened with perspira¬ 
tion under his few strands of hair. 

Jack sat on the edge of his bed, Bsts denched, fi gbKng 
not to bawl as he argued with his father. "You had no 
right to call in the police,” he choked. 

His father stopped pacing. "Listen here, young fellow.” 
He pointed a shaking finger at Jack. “Now you Just listen 
to your father far a diange. That cheap woman is out 
to ruin your whole life. She belongs behind bars, you 
hear me?” 

7ust what do you know about it?" Jack yelled. 7ust 
what the hell do you know about anything?” 

“You see?” his father cried triumphantly, pale blue eyes 
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hot with excitement behind the gold-rimmed spectacles. 
“Now you’re sasslng your father. You never sassed your 
parents before. The past two months you’ve turned into a 
different boy. You think I haven't seen it? Your mother 
and I have been worried sick. I knew some girl was turn¬ 
ing your head. I never dreamed you’d get mixed up with 
a twenty-ei^t-year-old married woman. If Td had any 
inkling. Td of gone to the police when she first hooked 

you.” _, 

Throu^ clenched teeth. Jack said, “You stop talldng 
about her' His body and voice both trembled. "Stop 
right now, you hear me?" 

"Why? Tm telling the truth, you young punk. That 
woman’s a-a harlot. She’s got you so mixed up you don’t 
know right from wrong or up from down any more.” 

“Listen.” Jack’s face was white. His fists clenched and 
unclenched. "If you don’t stop calling her dirty names, 

I’m-Tm going to-” , 

“Hit your own father? Has she poisoned you that 
much? All right, hit me. Hit your father and I b(^ God 
strikes you dead, because Td rather see you dead 4an 
what you’re tunuBg into ” 

Jack’s outrage sagged* He buned his face in his haiios. 
He was so sick he wanted to vomit 

His father moved more quietly around the room, pick¬ 
ing up objects and putting them down without seeing 
them. He found Jack’s chair, sat down, took off his fogged 
glasses and vrtped them with his handkerchief. Then he 
wiped tears from his eyes. “Jack, I didn t mean what I 
just said,” he mimnur^ brokenly. "I don’t know what 
made me say a terrible thing like that. 

Jack did not answer. 

"When a man’s upset he says things he doesn’t mean. 
Speak in haste, repent at leisure, they say.” 

Jack still did not reply. 

“Son, we’re both upset. Tm trying to make you under- 
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stand that I’m not t hinking of myself—only of your wel¬ 
fare." 

“When will you let me start thinking on my own?" 
Jack asked in anguish. 

‘men you’re old enough. I’m older than you are, 
Ja^. When a man gets older he has more judgment than 
a boy.” 

“It doesn’t look like jmur Judgment got you very far. 
I can t see tliat you^re a howling success,” 

AftCT the words were out, Jack was sony. He had 
thought them for some time but he never had wanted 
to say them aloud. But his father had humiliated him 
deeply and said terrible things about Babs. Jack had 
been blindly motivated to hurt him bade. 

He could see he had struck home. The wise man turned 
visibly older. His shoulder slump re-set itself, more ag- 
^avated than previously-and the change seemed <ni- 
nously permanent He removed his glasses again and 
nimbly as he wiped fliem. 1 guess you're right, son,” he 
^d. Tm sure no raving success. Maybe that’s why Tve 
had ^ch high ambitions fw you. I hoped I could keep 
you from failing the way Tve failed." 

Jack had never before seen his father humble. A fresh 
vmve of nausea washed over him. He had to get fresh 
^ or smothCT. He managed, T want to go for a walk. 
Dad, and fled from the room. 


He was half crazed with worry over Babs. menever 
he phoned her home there was no answer. Possibly she 
bad tried to phone him, too. but his parents were alert 

nw and answering aH calls before he could reach the 
phone. 

Nothing, however, explained why Babs had not caUed 
^ at the garage. He was still going to work every day. 
He understood that because of his youth and his unde. 
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the commissioner, the newspapers had not printed his 
name. He was not being hounded by reporters the way 

Babs was. * ^ , t. ^ 

Was she angry at Jack because his father had gone to 

the police? , „ i 

Had her husband beat her up so badly die was too 

sick to talk—and nobody would tell him about it? 

Would he lose his mind with worry? 

Dugan was not helping the situation any. The grimy 
little garage owner would not give Jack a moment's pea^ 
“So you really was gettin’ next to that Duncan broad. 
He sucked at his dead cigar stub with wet, hungty 
sounds. “I knew it.” he said, slapping his thigh. “Dfflnn, 
the way she kept givin’ you the eye." He poked his elhaw 
into Jack's ribs. “Tell me what she was like, huh, kid? 
What I want to know is—” 

How Jack kept from smashing in Dugan's face he never 

knew. Possibly he was humbled himself. 

On tiie third day after the world ended, a red Ford 
station wagon pulled into Dugan's garage. Behind the 
wheel sat a tall woman with dyed blond hair. 

When Jack walked over to wait on her, she asked in a 
deep theatrical voice, “Are you Jack Hammondr 
He nodded. 

She gave him a frank head-to^-toe appraisal, uien raised 
an ^ebrow. She rf^ed. “I can see why she went over¬ 
board. My name’s Shirley Landrum. I’m a friend of Babs’. 
She’s been staying with me since all the rmpleasantness 
started.” 

A dozen questions rushed to his lips. “How is she? Is 
she all right? Why hasn't she phoned me? Gee, I’ve been 
ready to flip. I tried, but I can’t get hold of her-" 

“Take it easy, my young Lothario,” Shirley ordered. 
“Babs hasn’t been able to contact you because she’s got 
the whole Hamu town down on her neck and report^s 
pestering the living daylights out of her. All the scandal- 
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mongers need now would be the sight of you two to¬ 
gether,* 

"^ut I have to see her. I have to talk to her,'' Jade said 
desperately. 

TTiats why Fm here.* Shirley glanced about to make 
sure Dugan was out of earshot. “Can you get away for a 
little while?* 

"Sure,” Jack said quiddy. 

All right. Pile in. When we get near my house you cati 
duck down in the bade seat so nobody will see you. I 
have an attached garage. We can drive right in. Then 
m dose the door and you can slip into the house. Neat?* 

Jack wasted no tnna in following her instructions. 

Twenty minutes later he was entering Shirley Lanr 
drum’s house through the attached garage. Babs was 
waiting in tbe living room. 

Th^ rusboci into eadi others’ arms, both crying. Babs 
chmg tightly. Tenderly, Jack kissed her bruised mouth. 
But the ugly cuts and bruises on her face made him blind 
with fury. “ITiat dirty, stmldng rat,” he choked. 1 might 
to knock his head off for hurting you—” 

She pressed her fingers against his lips. “Hush, darlin’. 
It’s all over now. I know I look terrible. I’m ashamed for 
you to see me like this. But the doctor promised it will 
all go away soon and there won’t be any scars.” 

*1 know, but—” 

"Listen to me, honey,” she interrupted. “I want you to 
forget a^ut Art hurting me. He got it out of his system. 
He won’t bother me any more. He’s filed for divorce. It 
won’t take long because I won’t fight him, of course. Then 
I’ll be free and we can be together whenever we want.” 

"That’ll be all the time,” Jack quickly assured her. 

Her tears spilled. “Oh, sweet baby, I was hoping you’d 
say that But—” her eyes douded. “We won’t be together 
if I have to go to jail—” 
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Jadt felt sick again. He knew she was talking about the 
complaint his father had signed against her. 

He said, “Listen, when he found out-well, about you 
and me-he went completely off his rocker. But don’t 
worry, Babs. He’s already cooling off s^e. I'll talk him 
into dropping the charges. If be doesnt, Ill tlneaten to 
leave home for good. 'Thal'll bring him around.” 

Relief filled her brown eyes. “Oh, I’ve been so worried, 
honey. Not about going to jail. I don|t cate what they do 
to me, just so they don't separate m*" 

TDon't wony ” Jack repeated- 

She kissed him again and ran her fingers dircM^ his 
hair, gazing up at his face with deep emotion- Tioney^ 
we won't be able to see each other for a while, not until 
this whole mess quiets down and the divorce is final- My 
lawyer has given me strict instructions not to meet 
you ” 

TThatTl be rou^,” Jack said awkwardly. "Gee, I 
niissed you the last few days," 

"You don't know,” she whispered. She squeezed his 
fingers, "We’re together right now, diough. Please, honey, 
let's make love. IT! need that to keep on going until we 
can be together for always,” 

Jack felt his ears grow warm. He could hear Shirley in 
the kitchen, mixing herself a drink, “How can we?" he 
whispered, nodding toward the sounds that indicated 
Shirley's presence. 

“Don't worry about her,” Babs said in a low voice, 
"She's ve^ broad-minded—and very kind- She's known 
about onr affair since it started. Come with me, Jack” 

She led him to an upstairs bedroom, closed the Venetian 
blinds, and undressed. “I'm sorry about all these band^ 
ages. I have some cracked ribs, you see. The doctor 
wrapped me up like an old mummy- Maybe I wont be 
much fun for you.” 

Jack gazed at her body. Even marred by bruises and 
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taped with bandages her unclothed loveliness made birn 
tremble. 

She was Babs. He loved her. 

He undressed with fingers that were clumsy with int- 
patience» lay on the bed beside her. 

‘*Yon must be very careful and gentle this time, sweet,* 
Babs murmured huskily, Tm sore all over ” 

She pressed his face between her palms and gazed 
into his eyes with mounting passion. She pressed her 
mouth to his. 

He tried to be careful with her, though in the height 
of their passion she seemed to forget her bruises. 






pressure on the lovers eased somewhat during raisu- 
ing weeks. Jack’s father dropped the charges against 

. . 1 . t) i,„ 

A divorce was granted without a hitch smce Babs 
made no efiEort to deny the charge of adultery. 

Bahs got comparativdy little out of the property 
settlement. Art had beaten her, had been instrumental 
in getting her arrested. If she gave him any trouble over 
the property settlement, she was deathly afraid of what 
else he might do. Besides, she had had nothing when 
she married him and in her inescapable sense of guilt 
toward him, she had no wish to take any of his belong- 
ings with her, 

Shirley told her that she was a dam fool. But Babs 
felt she was ludsy to get clear title to her Cadillac and 
the few hundred dollars in her checking account She 
did not push Art for more* 

During the court hearings, Babs remained in seclu¬ 
sion at Shirley’s house as much as possible. Shirley 
helped her to avoid visitors who mi^t be reporters. 

The day after the divorce was granted, Shirley came 
into the bedroom whrare Babs had withdrawn at the 
sound of the doorbell. “The man wants to see you,” 
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Shirl^ said. "He’s not another reporter. He’s Tack 
Hammond’s father.” ^ 

Babs stared at Shirley in speechless pania 
8hirley asked. Shall I tell him to go away?” 

Babs hesitated. She was afraid of Jack’s father fust 
as she was of Art. ’ ^ 

“Td better see him," she said. "Ask him to wait in the 
living room. I’ll be thare in a minute.” 

For some reason she changed her dress. She brushed 
hCT hair, lit a cigarette, and glanced at her image in the 
miCTor. Her eyes were dark, pupils widened. After one 
puff on the cigarette she nervously crushed it out, drew 

a deep breath, then walked down the hall to the Uvine 

room, ^ 

Jack’s father was not what she had expected. She saw 
a small, stoop-shouldered man with a sense of unim¬ 
portance about him. His faded blue eyes looked discon¬ 
certed. He kept wiping damp palms on his coat 
He cleared his throat, fighting for composure. “I reiTwa 
to ask you to stay away from my son,” he said. 

In a low voice, Babs murmured, "Mr. Hammond, Tve 
^ven up my marriage, my home. Tve had my nama 
dragged through mud-all because Tm in love with 
Jack. She shook bra bead. “He’s all 1 have left. How 
can I give him up?” 

Mr. Hammond took out his handkerchief and dabbed 
at his perspiring brow. "But now he talks about marry- 
ing you. I tefl you, you’ve got that poor boy so mixed 
up he's half crazy,” 

Babs returned Alfred Hammond's look of hostility. 
“Maybe he knows more than you realize, Mr. Ham¬ 
mond. Jack’s not die kid you think he is. Why don’t 
you start letting him make up his own mind once in 
a while?” 

Jadcs^father paced the room, paused in front of Babs. 
TListen,” he said in a shaking voice, “I can’t fight you. 
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You've got too strong a hold on Jack. I’ve tri^ to 
reason with him. He won't listen to me. When I threat¬ 
ened to have you put in jail he said he^d run away. 
Now he says if I won't sign the papers so he can ma^ 
you, he’ll live with you, anyway. He’s still under twenty. 
In this state I have to give my written consent before 


he can marry anybody. 

1 know," Babs sighed. , ^ m j t- 

He was staring at her widi a look of baffled tastra- 
tion. ‘’Why are you so hell-bent on a boy of eighteen^ 
You’re a grown woman. Why can't you be satisfied with 
a man your own age?" 

•There’s no use trying to make you^ understand, 
Babs said wearily. T happen to love him." 

“listen. listen to me now,” he said, his voice breat 
ing. “I didn’t come here to threaten you or fight with 
you. Fm begging you now, for Jack and his whole fu¬ 
ture. He's a smart boy, Mrs. Duncan. We had hig h^^ 
for Jack. He was going to start college this fall. Hes 
been working hard to save money tor school expenses. 
Please, Mrs. Duncan.” Tears streamed down his cheeks. 

Babs shoved trembling fingers into her hair, covermg 
her ears with her palms. “Tjeave me alone, she cried 
raggedly. “I can’t take any more of this hounding and 
persecution. Why can’t you all leave me and Jack alone? 
That’s all we ask—to be left alone." 

She felt pushed to the brink of hysteria. 

“All rightl” Alfred Hammond shouted, suddenly los¬ 
ing his air of unim portance. “I’ve tried to talk sense to 
Jack. Tve tried to appeal to you. Neither of you will 
listen to me. Well, he who will not listen, must learn, 
as they say. TU sign the papers so Jack can marry you. 
Tm not going to have my boy living with a woman to 
sin. But let me tell you one thing." He shook his 
finger imder her nose. ‘Ti he’s man enou^ to ma^ you, 
he’ll have to be man enough to support you. Don’t count 
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OB any help from me* Let him try it alone in an adult 
world—let him daw and scratch to make ends meet, 
without the education to get a decent job. You wmi^t 
look so glamcmius to him tfaen,'^ 

Babs turned and ran blindly down the ha lb She 
slammed her bedroom door and collapsed against it, 
breathing hard, heart pounding, ^t won’t be like that,* 
she choked tearfully. *Jack will never stop loving me. 
Never * She began sobbing, “Damn you,* she w^t, 
damn you, old man Hammond. Damn the whole world* 
We’ll show you—* 


Ja<A and Babs were married by a fusdoe of the peace 
in a dvil ceremony diat took but a few minutes. 

Jack felt dazed, cut ofiE from reality, as diough he were 
an actor m a TV drama. 

By eight-thirty that night they were on a major high,, 
way, headed out of the state. They Imew they could 
not remain in their home town after the scandal of their 
affair. 

Babs had over five hundred dollars in traveler’s checks, 
salvaged from her checking account after the property 
settlement was made. Until they were settled and Jade 
found a Job, that was al had—except, of course, 

the Cadillac. 

Jack sat bdiind the wheel of the beautiful five- 
thousand-dollar automobile. He glanced arotmd at the 
luxurious interior, trying to convince himself ihat thfg 
sleek treasure was really his now to drive and handle 
all he wanted. And the luscious red-haired girl curled 
beside him was Ids woman, his wife, to sleep with, to 
make love to wbenev^ he pleased. 

Behind him were stiffing restrictions, domineering 
parents, a narrow escape from dull, long yesis of college* 
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Before him was all the excitement and glamor of adult 
independence. 


They took turns driving and sleeping. The next morn¬ 
ing, Jack was asleep in the rear seat when Babs stopped 
at a motel sign. 

The air was tinged pink with dawn. A few hundred 
yards away the Gulf, looking gray and muddy in the 
half Ught, washed up on a stretch of white, sandy beach. 

“Jack, honey,” Babs called. She leaned back and shook 
him awake. 

He sat up with a jerk and stretched ihe kinks out 
“Where are we?” he asked groggUy. 

She told him the name of the town. "There are some 
pretty motels here. I thou^t wed better shack up In 
one and rest for a day or so. Tomoirow we can drive 
on. Okay?" 

“Sure.” 

“Hon^, you go check in for us.” 

“Oh, all right.” 

He walked stiffly to the office. A sleepy night clerk 
pushed the register toward him. Jack wrote, “John Ham¬ 
mond,” then flushed, scratched out his signature and 
•wrote, “Mr. and Mrs. John Hammond,” instead. 

The boy who helped thmn with their bags stared at 
Babs with a smirk. Jack wanted to belt him one. Couldn t 
he see they were married? Babs was wearing the 
wedding ring Jack had paid thirty-five dollars for. 

Then he realized—their age difference must look funny 
to a cynical bellhop. The reaction was something Jack 
would have to get used to. 

After Jack tipped the boy a quarter and be left, Babs 
said, “You go take your shower first, honey.” She was 
opening one of her siutcases, sorting out its contents. 

Alone with her in the room, Jack felt a tug of excite- 
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together, m^e love at their leime as often and as lone as 
they desired, with no fear of interruption, no need for 
sneaxmg around. 

The moment was thrill-packed for him, every bit as 
atmg m iat first time he had made love with her. 

^ luxurious tiled bathroom, 
rubbed hunself briskly with a rough towel and dressed 
m rjan paj^as. As he put them on he suddenly remem¬ 
ber^ that his mother had ironed them yesterday. He 
swaRowed an imespected dose of homesickness and 
went into the bedroom. 

Babs had turned down the covers. She smiled at him, 
blew him a tes, then went into the bathroom, taking 
her gown with her. ° 

Jack slipped between the crisp sheets. Man, talk 
about lu^. The air-conditioning made the room cool 
enough for a Hght cover. 

Babs took a long time in the bathroom. Jack heard 
the shower go on and then stop. He waited impatiently 

drowsy and was on the verge of sleep when the 
bathroom door opened. 

He took one look and was instantly awake. Babs’ hair 
had brushed until it glinted with sparks of fire. 
She had scrubbed her face, then replaced a hint of 
make-up. Her cheeks looked fresh and pinlr 
And the gown she was wearing— 

Jack's eyes bugged. 

Bla^ but filmy, tfae fabric surrounded her glowing 
^y 1^ a dark mist, hiding nothing. He could see the 
fun, nch swells of her pink-tipped breasts, hm- slim 
w^t, rounded belly, the firm white pillars of her thighs 
ae came to the bed and fiUed his breath with l*e 
perfume she had touched to her hair and body. Her 
eyes were on fire. 

She slipped between the sheets. Instantly, their bodies 
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were welded together, their mouths working and hun¬ 
gry, tasting, searching. 

“Oh, Jack, sweet baby," she gasped. She ran ha iin- 
gers dirou^ his hair and writhed against him, le^g 
him feel every intimate curve and hollow of her pliant 
body, 

^Are you happy with me, darling?" she panted. 

"Yes" he sidd thickly. 

She rained kisses over his face while her hands 
down his body. "Do you want mo, sweetheartr she 

gasped. 

“Of course I do,* he choked- 

Her brown eyes, pupils distended, gazed into his, 
"What do you want to do to me, baby?" she whispered 
husldly, 

"You know.* 

She whispered an obscene word m his ear, "Is that 
what you want to do to me, hooey?* 

This was die first time she had used a word like that 
with him. He was wildly stimulated. His fingers, eag^ 
and ti*embling, shoved her gown up under her armpits. 
He WTig^ed quickly out of his pajamas and clasped h^ 
to him againu 

Nothing kept their naked bodies apart- Jack felt hhn- 
sett growing drunk on the touch of her velvet flesh, the 
feel of crisp hair, of quivering muscle. 

Her aims and legs clamped about him. They made 
love for a long time, then slept in each others^ aims and 
awoke to make love again. They ordered a meal and 
ate in bed, laughing and acting silly like childr^ pW*^ 
ing hooky. 

That afternoon they put on bathing suits, went down 
and swam ia the surf. They dung together under the 
waves aod kissed with brine on their lips, 

Babs was seductive and sexy in her tight bathing suit. 
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Her figrae was gorgeous, lush. Her naked legs were 
beautiful, streaming with water. 

Jack felt himself aroused ngain 

H^d in hand they ran back to their cabin, stripped 
^ thw wet suits and fell on the floor together. Her 
body felt damp and sticky. 

That night they ate dinner in the motel restaurant 
Bo* were exhausted firan a fuH day of strenuous love- 
m^g. Jack wanted to watch television in their room 
aftCT dinner. But he was so tired he fell across the bed 
^d was asleep at once. He half awoke, dimly aware 
that Babs was taking his shoes off, loosening his shirt 
and belt ^d tenderly covering him. He turned over 
and went back to sleep. 




JACK at eighteen had nevei before been out of his home 
state. His honeymoon trip with Babs was a fabulous ad¬ 
venture. 

His occasional pangs of homesickness were quickly dis¬ 
solved by a procession of thrilling sights and experiences. 
The floor shows Babs took him to see in the French Quar¬ 
ter of New Orleans, the bayou country of Louisiana 
through which they drove, the sprawling m^opolis of 
Houston and the fiery nights of love in Babs insatiable 
arms all tended to m^e him drunk widi life. 

If ihi<! was being an adult, he thou^t, man, he was 
all for it. For the first time he had no teachers, parents, 
or other authorities breathing down his neck, telling him 
what to do. He felt completely free. 

He still found it hard to think of himself as a married 
man. The concept seemed not quite real 

Babs decided tiiey would settle in a medium sized 
coastal city. She went apartment hunting while Jack 
watched iV in their motel room. She selected a modem 
development of forty individual units grouped around a 
swimming pool. 

Each unit had a private patio enclosed by a redwood 
fence* The ap^tments were air-oonditioned, had wall-to* 
wall carpeting and were tastefully furnished* One-bed- 
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^in units could be rented for a hundred and sixty 
dollars a month. 

Jack was in bog heaven at the new apartment. He lay 
around the pool during the day, kidding with the other 
teenagers who lived at the development with their fam- 
ffies. Thty had a blast, horsing around the pool, playing 
baseball, or listening to rode V roll on a portable radio. 
Ev^gs, Jack spent glued to the TV set. After the ten 
odock news, he and Babs made love. They made love 
every night and sometimes in the afternoon. 

It was great. Jack thought, not to have an alarm clock 
^k him out of bed at six o’dock every morning. Each 
day he slept a little later. By the end of the first week in 
meir new home, he was sleeping until noon. 

One night as they ate broiled steaks on their private 
p&tio, Babs said in a worried voice, “Jack, honey, Tm 
almost broke.” 

Jack stopped chewing a delicious morsel of steak. He 
felt strangely surprised. He had been having so much fun 
he had given no thought to money. Right at the start, 
Babs h^ explained to him her limited property settle- 
mrait with her ex-husband. But SMnehow Jack had not 
been able to reconcile this restriction with the size car 

they drove and the lavish way in which Babs wanted to 
live. 

He was a teenage boy, raised by a family of limited 
means. Anybody who drove a new Cadillac, wore smart, 
^pensive clothes and picked an apartment like tbis, was 

bound by some magical process to have plenty socked 
away. 

But now she showed him her almost depleted book of 
travelers* checks. “You se^” she said, Tve got less than a 
hundred dollars left.” 

Jack lost his appetite for steak. He pushed his plate 
away, took the book fr<»n Babs and counted the checks 
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in it several times. He fdt stuimed There was suddenly 
an uneasy sensation in the pit of his stomach. 

“I guess you'd better start looking for a job next week, 

honey,” Babs said. , - 1 . 1 ... 

“Yeah sure," Jack murmured. He counted the chedra 

one more time. Wow, he thought, the way Babs ^read 
the stuff around, this money would last them no fame ^ 
all In the supermarket, she always picked out the mo^ 
coky steaks. She kept a supply of expensive scott^ and 
wine on hand. She was used to highballs before din^ 
and wine with her meals. After they moved into this 
apartment she had bought a new bathing suit do^town 
foTforty-Bve dollars. Forty-Bve bucks. Jack had nwer 
paid more than five bucks for a pair of trunks in his Iff & 
Forty-five dollars for a skimpy little bathing suit not much 
larger a couple of handkerdiiefs. Man, oh man- 

He said, “Monday HI see about a job.” 

She squeezed his hand. “You wont have any touble, 
honey. There’s a crying need for good mechanics. 

"Yeah,” Jack said uncertainly. 

The truth was. Jack had never worked for anyone but 
Mr. Dugan. He had first become acquainted with Dugan 
when he was in high school, hanging around Dug^’s 
shop, pgkiTig advice about the hot rod he was bunding. 
After a while, Dugan put him to work on Saturdays as an 
apprentice helper. When he graduated from school, Du¬ 
gan put him on full time. Jack had natural mechanical 
ability and Dugan had taught him a lot But there was 
plenty he had to team. Working for old man Ehigan as a 
helper was one thing. Asking for a service job from a big 
city car dealer was something else. 

On Monday Jack went downtown and applied at one 
of the dealers’ service shops. He was timid and unsure of 
himself. The harassed shop foreman needed mechanics. 
But he considered Jack’s youth, limited Kiperience and 
the fact that by the time he got the kid broken in, the 
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Um. 1 m »»y.- he said. 1 dont g„e» 
fT.£? same results. By 

fai?douded with worry when Jack reported his 

andT “iTi? ^ ^ forced smile 

and hugged him. Dont worry, sweetie. YouTl find some- 

£ d^” ^and a job the 

In spite of her effort to sound cheerful, however, there 

S.t“*Ta1^ f ** apartment that 

inght. Jack coidd not keep his mind on his favorite TV 

shows He made love with Babs later, but for the first 
time found little real release. 

shops, 

o^g up leads m the newspaper want ads. Late in 
the afternoon, he got his first break. A service station at 
one of the major intersections had advertised for a man 
who ^uld handle customer traflSc on the front ramp and 
also do some mechanical work. Jack talked with the 
owner, a burly, tough-fisted ex-Marme who had been a 
SCTgeant in the second World War. He had a Marine em¬ 
blem tattooed on his left forearm. His hair, salt-and- 

^PCT. was trimmed in a stiff burr cut His name was 
x^aul Holland. 

He munched on a frayed match, glared at Jack from 
undCT beetlmg eyebrows and growled, “I don't know, 
tack m a voice that made a stack of oil cans rattie. “You 
look pretty young. Outa high school yet?" 

Jack nodded. “I’m married.*’ 

The man ^ore “Damn, you Idds get with it earty 
Aese days. He chewed the match to pieces and spSt 
fray^ splinters at a waste basket “This is a tough job 
lad. You got to be on your toes eight hours a day, six* 
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days a weeV. When a customer puEs in, I want my men 
to hop. I don't mean walk, I mean hop, you sawyr 

Swd «{ hMd »ork. M?- Holtod growled 

blowin' during the winter and you got a wash ^d pohsh 
to do with yom fingers half frozen? You got the guts to 
Stick to a iob like that?” , 

wv billowed aeain. “I sure need a job, he answered 


^ Holland grunted. T run a tight, dean station here 
savvy? I wSt^e crappers kept shining ^ the tune. If 
I ^a chewing gum wrapper out on the ^ve, it makes 
me very unhappy. You say you're a mecb^cr 
“I worked in the same garage a year and 
“1 need a mechanic,- Holland admitted. “People are 
always pulling in with busted fan belts, loose tail pipes, 
crap like that. Last guy I hired claimed he was a me^an- 
ic. HeU, he couldn’t take out a spark plug. I fired his ass 

the second day he was here.' 

Jack said, “I can take out a spark plu& 

“All right, kid. I’ll give you a try. ITl start you at fifty 
a week until I see if you’re any good. If I keep you, ^ 
raise that to sixty. Stick with me a few months worK 
hard, keep your nose clean and maybe I’ll raise the ante 

a little more." ^ « 

Jack was elated. Dugan had never paid more than a 
hundred and fifty a month. “Well, thanks, Mr. Holland. 
rU really work hard—” 

The station owner growled, “Yeah? I never yet seen a 
kid these days that would work. I grew up in the depres¬ 
sion. Everybody was hungry. You kids nowadays are 
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soft spoiled” He looked at Jack’s hands and con¬ 
tinued, Im open twenty-four hours a day. I’m startine 
you on the morning shift. I want you here at seven tc^ 
marrow momin’. I don't mean seven-ten or seven-fifteen. 

^ past I mean seven. Savvy?" 

xTl be here “ Jack promised, 

yom social security card with you.” Holland 
yelled after him. 

Jack wrat home, bursting with the good news. Babs 
hugg^ him joyfully. “Oh. honey, I knew you’d land 
something. I’m so relieved.” 

But when he told her what his salary would be, she lit 
a cigarette and sat down suddenly, looking deflated. “I 
dont see how we can manage on fifty dollars a week.” 
she said. 


That s cmly to start with,” Jack explained “Mr. Hol¬ 
land said he’d raise it to sixty if I work out okay. And in a 
tew months maybe he’ll give me another raise.” 

“I know, but even sixty a week-” She glanced around 
the apartment, chewing her lip. “That’s two-forty a 
monft. Our rent alone will take more than half. Then 
there s food, clothes, gasoline, cigarettes— 

Jack felt frustrated and angry. “I don’t see what the 
heck you expect,” he said angrily. “That’s pretty dam 
good money for a guy my age to be making. I thought 
youd be happy about it. Look, we don’t have to live in 
thu ritzy joint We could get a cheaper place.” 

“But. honey, we want to be comfortable," she said tear- 
ruUy. 

“Well, you seemed pretty happy in that crummy apart¬ 
ment on Lowery Street back home.” 

“^t was different. Jack. It was just a place to meet 
a kmd of romantic hideaway. But when you live som^ 
where all the time —^ 

Jack paced back and forth, rubbing (he back of his 
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neck angrily. T can’t help it He won’t pay any more 

and I can't find anything else.” , , ^ 

Their first quarrel had started. Babs ended *e ail¬ 
ment by bursting into noisy tears. Jack stop^ yel^g 
at her^he next thing he knew they were kissing. She 
clunit to him. Then kisses became pasaonate. 

^ oiire took the place of his anger. He pulled hw dr^s 
down from her shoulders, burying fac» m the s^ 
Leet mounds of her breasts. Heat pounded him. 

In moments, she was naked, ^Vavering against W 
Making up after a quarrel, he discover^ could be hm. 
AfterwMd, they lay on the couch t^ether, ai^ 1^^ 
her auburn head on his shoulder. “Honey, Im ^ 1 
was so bitchy,” she whispered. “Tm real proud of yom 
We’re going to make out fine. I dont care if I have 

live in a tent as long as I’m with you. , j -r 

Her words were sweet and sincere. He wondered if she 
understood their meaning. There sure was a heck ^ a 
difference between a husband who earned more 
fifteen thousand a year and one who earned less than 

three thousand. » t v 

When the alarm rang at six o'clock next mommg, Jack 

didn’t know where he was. For a moment, groggy w^ 
sleep, he thought he was back home. Then he saw Babs" 
rumpled auburn head on the pillow next to him, her bare 

shoulder above the sheet. ^ 

He shook her awake. “Hey. Tve got to get to wmk. 

Her eyes still closed, she groped for her og^ettes on 
the night stand beside the bed. She lit one. Then she 
crawled out of bed, put on a housecoat and stimbl^ 
into the kitchen to fix Jack eggs and bacon while he 
dxcsscd* 

By the time Jack finished his first days work at Hol¬ 
land’s service station he was ready to drop in his tracks. 
He had bought his work at Dugan’s garage was 
But nothing had prepared him for the pace required by 
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^id Holland for thirty minutes which HoDand 

^d^gly allowed for lunch. Jack never sat down once 
m eight hours. 

But he knew he was being tested, that HoDand was 
watdmg him constantly. His job depended on his making 
a g^ showing and he was on his toes. When a customer 
pulled up to the pumps. Jack swarmed over the car ener- 
^caDy wiping the windshield, headlights, mirrors and 
wndows che^g under the hood, sweeping out the 
floorboards wlule the automatic hose fiDed the fanV , a 
couple of minor repair jobs came into the station that day 
and Jack ^dled them with no trouble. In the wash and 
^e-rack department HoDand kept a good supply of 

Jack thought he was doing a pretty good fob for the 
until ^ly in the afternoon when HoDand 
ch^^ hun out about the appearance of the ladies’ toilet. 

dean, he ^Ded. "Look at this mess. Paper towels aD over 
the flwr. That lavatory is filthy. And look at this.’* Furi- 
^ 1 ^ scrubbed at a four letter word that had been 
scrawl^ on the waD with Dpstick. “One thing I don’t put 

walls-^u 

“Yra, sir, Ja^ said dazedly. He remembered faintly 
how he had told his father to stop giving him orders. 
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BY the time Jack got home that afternoon he was ex¬ 
hausted Babs greeted him with a hug and Idss* "Look, 
sweetie,” she said proudly, showing him several sheets 
of paper covered with figures, *Tm working out a budget 
for us ” 

For an economy supper that night, she had prepared 
a one>disb macaroni and cheese meal with a salad. The 
food barely made a dent on JacVs husky appetite. Too 
tired to complain, he ate half a loaf of bread to fill the 
vacuum and fell asleep in front of the television set by 
ei^t o'dock. 

By the end of the first week Jack's youthful vitality 
had adjusted to the extra demands made on it and he 
was able to handle his job without becoming completely 
exhausted. His boss, Holland, had not given h im a single 
word of approval. But when he opened his pay envelope, 
he saw to his surprise and pleasure that his first week's 
salary was noted as sixty dollars. But when he trans¬ 
ferred the cash to his wallet, he had forgotten to take 
into consideration the deductions—social security and 
income tax. He found that the difference between gross 
salary and take-home pay had dampened the thdU of 
the fast raise. 


101 



102 BOY-LOVER 

Tliat evening he and Babs had another violent quarrel 
—but not, this time, over his Job or salary, 

A double feature teenage horror movie was playing at 
one of the drive-ins. Jack had seen it advertis^ and 
had been looking forward to celebratmg his first pay 
check by taking in the movie with Babs la their Cadillac 
convertible, 

"We can^ afibrd a movie, honey,’’ Babs said "It Just 
won't fit in tiie budget Tve worked out*' 

"What do you mean?” Jade asked indignantly. *TVe 
can't even see one lousy little movie a week?” 

"Fve made an allowance for entertainment, but I 
thought we could save it and go to a night club once 
a month, or to a concert or the little theater, Tve heard 
they have a very good little theater here. We can see 
all the movies we want on television.” 

"Yeah, but I want to see tills one,” Jack said, filled 
witii disappointment 

“Oh, Jack^ honey, really. Prehistoric monsters, Frank¬ 
enstein’s grandsons—I should think you’d be bored to 
death with anything that silly ” 

“Well, I wouldn't be. Just once could we do some¬ 
thing rd like to do?” 

"Baby, it isn't that If we had plenty of money Fd 
go to make you happy. But we can’t aJfford it It isn't 
only tile cost of the tickets. YouTl want popcorn and 
hot dogs and heaven knows what else at the snack bar. 
We'd spend five dollars bdEbre we got out of fliere ” 

He was beside himself witih anger. "Boy, this is really 
something—Fve worked my fool head off all week and 
you're griping because I want to see one lousy movie 
and maybe eat a bag of popcorn. How about all the 
money you blow on cigarettes? I don't smoke. And I 
don't guzzle eqiensive booze like you do, either. You 
blow more money on that junk every day than Fd spend 
on six movies,” 
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Babs blinked as if he’d slapped her. Tears rushed to 
her eyes. “Jack, that’s a terrible thing to say ” 

“Well, ifs the truth,” Jack said sullenly, wondering why 
her tears once had thrilled him. He felt hopeless when 
she cried. “Look, are we going to a movie or “ot?” 

“No, we're not. And stop acting like a spoiled child 

about it” 

The air bristled with hostility. She had lashed out 
at Jack where it hurt most. First she had treated him 
like a child, then she had called him one 

Without a word, he grabbed his sport jacket and 
stalked out of the apartment He heard her heels rattling 
against the floor as she ran after him, calling him. He 
slammed the door without looking back. 

He got in the Cadillac and drove off fast. He had not 
yet given Babs his week’s pay. He was so angry he was 
in a mood to spend it all to teach her a lesson. 

He went straight to the drive-in movie. He bought 
a ticket, drove in and parked up front close to 

the screen. At first he was too angry to keep his mind 
on the film. But soon the violent action and suspense 
of the thriller gripped his attention. Lost in it, he 
temporarily forgot all about Babs and their quarrel. 

When the story ended with the hero dispatching the 
monster by means of an atomic rifle. Jack let out his 
breath. He was limp. Man that was something. Wow, 

An advertisement for the snack bar flashed on the 
screen. The drive-in area was lighted for a ten minute 
intetmission. 

For the first time Jack noticed that the car next to 
his was filled with teenagers. They all piled out, laugh¬ 
ing and Jostling. One of them, a girl about Jack’s age, 
gave his Cadillac a wide-eyed look. Her gaze moved 
up and met his. Then she blushed and turned away. 
She said something to another girl in the crowd and 
they both giggled. 
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She was a cute little chick. Jack bought, watching 
her walk toward the snack bar. Her blond hair was tied 
in a ponytail that bounced when she walked. Her slacks 
hugged her hips. She had a honey of a figure* 

He ambled toward the snack bar behind the group 
of kids, planning to buy only a bag of popcorn and a 
coke. But he had been half-starved all week by the 
skimpy, budget-minded meals Babs had been cooking. 
He wound up with a cheeseburger, two com dogs and 
a malt He felt a little guilty when he shelled out two 
dollars to the c^hier. 

The cute little blonde was in line just ahead of him. 
She glanced around, their eyes met agaiiu “Hi,” Jack said 
with a sudden rush of boldness. 

She blushed again. “Hi,” she murmured and quiddy 
looked away. 

Carrying his tray. Jack was still behind the girl and 
her crowd as they returned to their car, each with his 
or hex purchase from the snack bar. Jack looked over 
the couples that had paired off. Apparently not all the 
girls had dates. The blonde was one of the singles. 

Jack was stfll in a rebellious mood. He had finished 
a week of badk-breildng work. He was mad at Babs. 
He knew ha was a married man but he did not feel 
like one. 

“Hey,” he said, **why don’t you move over and sit 
in my heap?” 

He bad addressed the remark to die blond ponytail 
just ahead of him. 

She looked around. “You talking to me?” 

He nodded. 

“Thanks,” she said coolly. “I m with friends ” 

“Well, you got a car full. I thought maybe you mi^t 
be more comfortable sitting over with me. My names 
Jack Hammond.” 

Jade had always been somewhat shy with girls. After 
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the things Babs had taught him, however, he felt like 
an experienced man of the world. ^ 

The blonde held a whispered conference 
girl friend. The other girl looked at Jack and the Cadillac 
and they giggled again, this time nervously. 

By then they had all reached the two cars. The^ta^ 
began crowding into theirs but the blontfe lagged back. 
Jack stood beside his convertible, waiting for her to 

make up her mind. _ - 

She seemed to be struggling between her inhibition 
and the gleaming Cadillac convertible. The convertible 


WUU WUL. ^ 

**1 guess it would be all right,'^ she said fiuaUy* She 
went around to the passenger side and let Jade open 
the door for her. She sat as far from him as she c^uld, 
looking a little scared ‘‘My name s Gmny Lyman, she 
told him shyly, 

"Hi,” Jack said. He placed the cardboard refreshment 
tray between them. 

He devoured his cheeseburger, washing it down widi 
the malt He could not remeinber tasting anything more 


delicious. 

The girl sipped her coke, stealing blue-eyed glances 
at him, “Are you from this town. Jack?” she asked. 

He nodded, unable to reply verbally at the moment 
because he was halfway through one of the com dogs. 

“Did you go to school here?” 

He Kcked his fingers, sighing with contentment as he 
began to fill up for the first time this week. No. I fust 
moved here.” 

“Oh. WeE, I was wondering, I nev^ saw you around 
before and—well, I was wondering ” 

He offered her a bite from the remaining com dog. 
She shook her head, “Thanks, though ” 

“You go to school here?” he asked. 
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T graduated from high school last spring. Now Fm 
going to business school.” 

Oh. Jack polished off the last com dog, wiped his 
fingers and mouth with a paper napidn and then dis¬ 
used of die napidn and tray by dropping them over 
tne side of the door. 

G^y sipped her coke. “Your folks must be awfullv 
nch. she said, then faltered, “I mean, this is such k 
beautiriil car—** 

Jack shrugged* “Oh, you know,* 

A few months ago he would have been as self- 
conscious and dumb as this little blonde. Now that 
Babs had thoroughly educated him in bed, he felt like 
a real operator. 

They were interrupted by die start of the cartoons. 
Jack knew he had made an impression on Ginny. After 
she drank her coke she dropped the paper cup over the 
side of the car and moved a litde closer. 

By the time the feature was half through they were 
holding hands. 

Jack realized that he was married and was not sup- 
posed to be making out with another girl. But it seemed 
as natural as breathing to go to a drive-in, meet a girl 
and become friends. In his teenage mind this was closer 
to reality than his marriage. There were still times when 
the whole business of having an affair with Babs, marry¬ 
ing her and running off seemed like some kind of wild 
dream. 

After the movie. Jack took Ginny to an open air 
plate for malts. He drove with the top down and the 
radio tuned to a rock V roll singer whom they both 
enjoyed. 

Jack realized that he liked the girl a lot In a way he 
felt more comfortable with her than he did with Babs. 
He knew ffiat much of his talk sounded immature to 
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Babs. But Giuny hung on his every word with frank, 

blue-eyed respect . , , j 

They talked about things that Jack had not discussed 
in a long time- high school football, the latest rock ’n’ roll 

hits, their favorite movie idols. 

Ginny sat close to him, giving directions, when he 

took her home. . , „ . 

In front of her house, he switched off the engme. 
Ginny moistened her lips. “Jack, I have to go ri^t im 
I really enjoyed the evening so much. But Td better- 
He kissed her. 

It was nothing at all like kissing Babs. Ginn/s young 
lips were sweet with inexperience. 

His reactions had been conditioned by the past monihs 
of lovemaking with Babs. He felt an instant stab of 
desire, made aU the sharper by her innocence. Almost 
without thought he slipped his hand to her breast, his 
Bngertips recalling the lush, sagging, mature feel of 
Babs' bosom. Ginn/s young breast was small, high, mid 
firm. 

For a breathless second, she leaned against him Then, 
with a gasp, she pulled away. Jack realized be had moved 
in too fast. He should have played it oool the first time 
out with her. 

She got out of the car without looking at him. 

He followed her out of the car and up the walk. “Hey, 
don't get mad, Ginny,” he called. 

She kept marching up the walk, chin in the air, pony¬ 
tail swinging indignantly. 

Jack trailed her all the way to the front steps. “Ixiok, 
I said I was sorry.” 

She paused on the top step, her back to him, as she 
spoke. “I’m not that kind of a Jack.” 

“Gee, I know that Hones^ I don't know what got 
into me, Ginny.” 
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“I guess where you come from the girk were orettv 
fast. But Fm not like that* ^ 

I understand. I don t blame you for being sore at me.“ 

“1 wouldn’t have let you kiss me on our first date 
except—well, I liked you.” 

“I know how you feel I won’t bother you any more ” 
he ^d humbly. “But I want you to know that I thiii 
you re a swell girl and tonight was—well—it was swell.” 

She turned. Her blue eyes were filled with goodness 

Jm not reaUy mad. Jack. But I don’t want you to think 
Fm cheap.” 

“Wen, gee, I don’t think that” 

She nodded They were bodi awkwardly silent until 
she said, Tve got to go in. My folks don’t like my 
being out too late.” She started to open the door. “Jack? 
You ^ call me sometime if you want” Then she 
moved quickly into die house. 

Jack went back to the Cadillac. He walked around it 
once, kicking at a tire. He got in and said, “Hell.” His 
feelings vrere aU mixed up. A light went on in Ginny’s 
house—her bedroom, no doubt 

He drove home slowly. The closer he got to his and 
Babs’ apartment, the more confused and guilty he be- 
cama (^lly, he was married He was not supposed to 
be picking op girk. More to the point, he was not 
^pposed to enjoy kissing girk with blond ponytaik. 
p was in love with Babs but how the heck coiild a guy 
in love feel a throat-catching sweetness in a strange girl’s 
go^-night Idss? 

Mamed, he said aloud. Every once in a while he 
Md to say the word to remind himself of hk status. 
Even the word was not entirely real. 

He unlocked the apartment door and went in softly. 
The time was eleven-thirty. 

Cigarette smoke made visible layers in air, drift- 
ing and lazy. Several ashtrays overflowed with crumpled 
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lipstick-smeared butts. There was an empty glass on the 
coffee table. Jack picked it up and snMed the burnt- 
cork smell of scotch. 

Babs had kept a low lamp burning in the bedroom. 
She was sprawled face down across the bed in one of 
her rbin black gowns, the empty scotch bottle beside 
her on the floor. 

His throat tightened. A thousand memories rushed 
through his mind. He sat on the edge of the bed, look¬ 
ing at the lush womanly curves through her scanty 
gown. Her auburn hair on the pillow was like fiery 
gold. All his old hunger for her mounted in pounding 
waves. 

“Babs,” he said. She did not reply. He shook her. 
“Babs,” he repeated. 

He had never known her before to drink herself un¬ 
conscious. She stirred. He shook her again. She rolled 
toward him slowly. When she opened her eyes he saw 
that they were red from crying. Her lips began trem¬ 
bling. “Jack,” she whispered. This time when her tears 
fame they seemed beautiful again. “Oh, honey, I just 
about went crazy, worrying about you. I didn’t think 
you’d come back—” 

She tried to sit up, but she was too drunk. Jack lay 
down beside her. She kissed him desperately. “Honey, 
please let’s never fight any more,” she whimpered. 
“Promise me we won’t fight any more.” 

With the eager soft warmA of her body pressing 
against him, he found it easy to promise anything. He 
shoved her gown up, wanting to touch the silken tex¬ 
ture of her legs and hips. He caressed the full ripe 
swell of her breasts, her soft belly. She moaned, hugging 
him tightly. 

“Please, Jack, honey, let’s do it. Let’s do it ri^t 
now—” 

He stripped off his clothes. She clutched, kissing him 
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aU over. “Sweet Jjabjr” sbe munnureA “Oh, I want you 
so much. Now—please, now—" 

She fitted her body to his. They rocked the bed with 
the violence of their lovemaking. 

Once again, for this timeless moment, everything had 
blanked from his mind except the ecstasy that she 
^e could bring him with her quivering, heaving 






BABS curled up in a comer of her couch with a cigarette 
and a pad of letter paper. The next few minutes, she told 
herself, would feel somewhat like a visit 


First, thanks a million for the hundred dollar you 

wired yesterday. It was embarrassing to have to ask for a 
loan. Things have been a bit rough for ns. 

Jack has been working at a service station He doesn t 
earn a big salary and we got ourselves in a bind, 

Hope youTl forgive me for sounding gloomy, but l 
have to get a few things off my chest. Haven t been able 
to make many friends here. The people Fd be interested 
in seem like old fogies to Jack. And the kids he bongs 

home arc terrible, „ „ , - 

I can hear you saying "I told you so.” But 1 have nem 
for you, friend—I have no rep^ets. At night, when lack 
takes me in his arms, I forget all about the bills, the social 
life Fm missing. 

Fm still so much in love with lack it scares me, I m 
afraid that some day he*s going to think I*m an old wom¬ 
an and ditch me. Joke, I know he truly loves me. 

The weather was roasting when we first moved her© 
two months ago. This week the first norther of the wmter 
blew in and Fm freezing. These storms are like nothing 
you ever lived through. ,, ^ 

About the hundred-dollar loan—IH be able to pay 
you back soon, I deci4cd to get a job. 1 had some trouble 
but finally landed as cashier and bookkeeper at the Breezy 
Beach Club, a very private dinner spot. Most of the pa¬ 
trons arc big oil wheels. Fve been there a week. I love 
the work. At least, holding down a job, I'm not so lonely. 

Ill 
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The only ^awback is, I work five days a week from 
four m the aftemoon until midnight Jack’s asleep when I 
get home and he has to leave in the morning before I get 
up. We have only two evenings a week together. I guess 
you can’t have everything. And now we’U be able to pay 
some of tlie piled-up bills, ^ ^ 

Aboid time for me to go to work, so ni close now. 
Jfick and I both s^nd our love. 


She sighed and read the letter over, frowning and shak¬ 
ing her head. She changed a word or two, tore up the 
letter and left for work. 


At Holland s service station, Jack took a breather be¬ 
tween customers. From his shirt pocket, he pulled a 
crumpled letter he had received that day from his mother 
and read it for the second time. 

Holland beUowed, ‘7ack, get off your can. A car just 
pulled in. I ain’t payin’ you to rest, savvy?” 

Jack sighed, stuffed the letter back in his pocket, and 
jumped up to wait on the customer. 


That night when Jack got home from work the apart¬ 
ment was sUent and lonely. Since Babs had started work¬ 
ing a week ago, she had left him a daily note on the 
kitchen table. Tonight was no exception. 


I ham, salad, pie in the refrigerator. Fm 

lonely for you, sweetheart. Think you can wait up for 
me tomght? I need you so much, baby. 

Love, love, love, 
Babs, 


He made a sandwich out of ham, peanut butter and 
jam. He washed down the sandwich with a half bottle 
of milk and took the pie to the television set. 

But he could not get interested in the shows tonight 
It was sure plenty of nothing, he thought, this coming 
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home from work to sit around by yourself after a cold 
supper. 

He had agreed with Babs that a job far her was their 
only sensible recourse- He had never expected a job, 
though, to keep her out five nights a week. 

They had argued. Babs finally had convinced him diat 
jobs did not grow on trees and that she had better grab 
frhis one while she had the chance. 

The club had off^ed to start her at two seventy-five a 
month, boosting their combined income to more than 
five hundred They needed that much money. He had 
never guessed how much it cost to live—if you wanted 
to can this living, this rattling around in an empty apart¬ 
ment every evening. 

He tried reading, but could not concentrate. The pan^ 
of homesickness hit him full force. He thought of his 
mother—of his sister—and next of the cute teenage blonde, 
Ginny Lyman, who was somehow part of their kind of 
world ^ world of families and homes. 

He had sure liked Ginny a lot, had enjoyed talking 
with someone his own age for a change, who was in¬ 
terested in things he liked. 

On an impulse he ran down the list of Lyman's in the 
phone book, found her address and dialed the number, A 
woman answered—probably her mother. He asked ^s 
Ginny home?'' 

"Just a moment, please,*' the woman said. Then came 
Ginny's hello. Her voice on the phone was warm and 

friendly. 

"This is Jack Hammond,'' he said. 

"Who?" 

"Jack Hammond. I guess you don't remember me. I 
met you at the drive-in movie a couple of months ago. 
Remember? I was in the convertible- You came over and 
sat with me. I took you home." 

“Oh, of course. Hi, JacL” Her voice acquired an eager 
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note. I didnt think I’d evor hear from you again. How 

are you?^ 

“l^m fine. What^s new?” 

Gee, nothing much, I m still going to business coUegeJ 
They really pile work on us. There isn’t much time for 
fun. How about you, Jadc-what have you been doing?” 

“Not much. Just working, mostly.” 

“Really? You didn’t teU me you had a job. Is it hard?” 

Again Jack had the mixed-up feeling that Ginny had 
given him the night they met. He liked Ginny a whole lot 
—which made no sense because Babs was the girl he 
loved, as well as being his wife. But it sure would be fun 
to see Ginny L^man again. 

Before he could weigh the pros and cons of asking her 
for a date the words seemed to pop out "I was wonder¬ 
ing if you’re busy tonight, I thought maybe I could pick 
you up and we could go have a malt or something ” 

TTiat would be lots of fun. Jack,” she answered quickly. 
T do have homework, but I suppose I could go out for 
a while ” 

“m be over in a few minutes ” 

He hung up and let his breath out with a small explo¬ 
sive sigh. He had gone and done it Too late to back out 
now. 

His mood changed magically to one of excited pleasure. 
Seeing Ginny again would sure beat another evening all 
by himself at home. 

His conscience was stinging him faintly. But what the 
heck? Where would be the harm in going for a ride with 
a really nice girl? Anyway, some of the fault was Babs’ for 
getting herself a job with kooky hours. 

He slidced his hair down, put on a clean sport shirt 
and his jacket and left the apartment. 

Luckily, Babs had taken a taxi to work, leaving him 
with the car. In fifteen minutes he was pressing Ginny s 
doorbelL 



115 


BOY-LOVER 

She opened the door and said, “Hi, Jack ” 

He had forgotten how pretty she was. Her blue eyes 
were spm’kling. Her face was flushed with excitement 
She was glad to see him again. “Ill be early. Mom,” she 
called softly over her shoulder, then closed the door. 

“I was wearing tiiese capris when you called,” she 
apologized. “Do I look too awful? 1 could change into a 
dress—” 

^Heck, no. You look swell. We’re not going any place 
where you’d have to get all dressed up ” 

She slipped her aim through his as they walked down 
the steps together. Jack felt as if he were back in school 
again, untroubled by financial worries or Holland’s de* 
mands. Boy, how easy life had been in the old days— 
“Hey, your hair is different,” ha remarked- “You don’t 
have a ponytail any more ” 

“Like it this way?” she asked. 

“Yeah. You look older. It’s real sharp,” 

She smiled with pleasure, “You know, you’re different 
from the other fellows Tve met. I don’t know anodic boy 
who would have notioed my hair.” She gave hm arm a 
friendly squeeze. 

They got in the car. She sat close to him from the start, 
obviously delighted to be out on a date with him. 

“Where are we going?” she asked after he started the 
motor. 

Jack considered. He and Babs were down to scratch. 
He had less than a buck in his pocket 
The solution seemed natural. “How about getting an* 
odier couple or two and having a blast at my place? 
There are cokM and sandwich makings ” 

“That sounds like a lot of fun, but would it be okay 
with your folks?” she asked. 

Jack never hesitated. “I live with my sister,” he ex¬ 
plained, “She works nights, so I have the place to myself,” 
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In a way, as he said'the words, he believed them-more 
than he believed that he was Kving with his wife. 

“Oh, swell,” Ginny said. 

She made him feel the apartment was an asset rather 
than a drag. 
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THEY stopped at a phone booth and called some Wds 
Cinny knew^ succeeded in rounding up two other cou¬ 
ples. 

The impromptu party turned out well. They danced 
to rock V roll music on the radio, drank cokes, had 
laughs. 

After the others left Ginny helped Jack to tidy up. 
She dumped ashtrays, washed glasses and rinsed coke 
bottles in the sink. Jade dried the glasses. 

The sleeves of her blouse were rolled up. Jack watched 
her hands and wrists dipping in and out of the soapy 
suds, feeling comforted and pleased. Cute as a puppy, 
he thought And as sweet as pepp^mint candy. 

"Where do you work. Jack? You never did tell me * 

"Oh, Fve got a job at a service station on die north 
side of town.* 

She handed him a rinsed glass, "Are you going to go 
to college?* 

He frowned at die ^ass. "I don’t know. I guess die 
draft will catch me pretty soon * 

“You ought to start, an 3 rway,* she said in a grown-up, 
serious manner. "A lot of fellows pot off college because 
they have to go in the service. But when they get out 
of service, they say it’s too late to start. If you get in a 
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year or two firsL youTl be likelier to finish^Vheo youi 
Stint is over^ 


Jack put the glass in the cupboard. T know* I was 
thinking along those lines last spring myself. I tiiought 
I was going to study aerodynamics—* 

He paused. Aerodynamics seemed a long way off. 

Ginny’s blue eyes were wide and solemn with inter- 
"You’re smart I can teU from talking to you. You 
might become a famous space scientist Maybe you’d 
build ships that would fly to Mars.” 

He felt his face grow hot “Or maybe I’d be a big fat 
flop.* 


“Don’t say that Your thinking has to be positive.* 
'They finished the glasses, returned to the living room. 
Cinny sat on the couch and rolled down her sleeves. 
She was wearing a shirt-type blouse. Her high, small 
bosoms pushed at the flimsy material with modest pride. 

Jack had an urge to loss her. With Babs coming home 
late every night he was way behind in his lovemaking, 
Gmny’s gaze met his. Jack drew her dose. 

Her lips tasted like sweet fresh mint 


As winter progressed, Jack dated Ginny several nights 
a week. They did aU the things that were fun to bim 
things that he knew would seem young and silly to 
Babs. A rock ’n’ roll singing idol appeared in person at a 
local theater and Jack and Ginny were in the crowd. 
Friday nights they went to the b^ketball games, some¬ 
times in the high school auditorium, sometimes at the 
community center. Jack liked Ginn/s friends. 

Th^ necked, but no more than others did in Ginny’s 
fairly civilizied crowd. Jack would come home aroused, 
ready for Babs to givb him release. 

With Ginny he found the companionship he craved. 
With Babs^'i^ntevee; ,h© had a bed partner second to 
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none. He wished confusedly that they could be rolled 
up into the same girl. 

He was not sure when he realized that he was deceiv¬ 
ing Ginny. One day he simply knew that a decent 
was becoming serious over him and he owed her the 

truth. 

It took him a week to gather enou^ courage. 

One evening they stopped at his apartment for cokes. 
Ginny sat on the couch. She wore a green knit dress 
that hugged her figure. Jack brought her drink and sat 
beside her, trying to think of the right words. Maybe 
there were none. 

She asked, “What’s wrong? You’ve so quiet?” 
“Ginny, Tve got to tell you something. It’s not easy. 
It’s going to be a shock.” 

She put her glass down. “Go ahead. Jack,” she said. 
He ran his tongue over his lips. “After I tell you, 
you’ll I’m the lowest rat that ever lived. I like 

you, Ginny, I fcoow you’re going to hate me after you 
know the score. That’s why its not ea^. 

Her blue eyes were unwavering. “Don’t you know I 
like you, too?” 

“Well—yeah, I kinda diou^t so—” 

“If you like someone an awful lot, you can’t start 
hating them all at once. You’re the nicest boy I’ve ever 
known. You couldn’t have done anything terrible.” 

“You want to bet?” He drew a deep breath. “Ginny, 
Fm married.” 

Her face turned white as paper. He thought she was 
going to faint. She reached for her coke, put it do^ 
a gain with a dialdng hand. “So it’s not your sister you’re 
living with,” she said. 

“No, Babs is—we’re married.” 

Ginny was obviously trying not to cry. She looked 
across the room at the picture of Babs on an end table. 
She had seen the picture dozens of times, whenever 
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they came to the apartment on a date. Before, she had 
seen what was supposed to be a picture of his sister. 

Now what she saw was a photograph of his wife. 
“She's so much older than you. Jack,'' she whispered 
incredulously. 

Jack felt ashamed for the first time. “Babs is twenty- 
ei^t,” he confessed. 

Gitmy stared at him unbelievingly, “How could you 
marry anyone that old, Jaekr she asked “^How can 
you be in love with her^ 

“I don't know. Tm all mixed up, Ginny * 

He told her the story from the beginning, from the 
day he had stepped into the back yard where Babs 
was taking a sun bath. 

“After her divorce, we got married and moved here,'' 
he concluded 

Ginny listened quietly. “You've answered a lot of 
things Tve wondered about," she said in a shocked, 
subdued voice. “Now I understand why you can’t go 
to college, why you have to wotL" 

In die stillness the refrigerator seemed loud in the 
kitchen. Jack looked down at his hands. They were rough 
and cracked from washing cars in die cold He was lucly 
to have a |ob, though^all the want ads called for expe¬ 
rience, special training or coDege degrees. “I guess you 
want me to take you home now,” he said “Tm sorry, 
Ginny. At first I asked you for dates because I was lone¬ 
some. I never knew how much Td start liking you. 

I guess you must hate me. I kind of hate myself." 

Unlike Babs, who was spendthrift with tears, Ginny 
let go them as thou^ they were money or blood 
Her young mouth worked. She kissed him and then 
they were dinging to eadi other, both of them crymg. 
Jack had not cried since childhood 

She whispered, “I told you I couldn't stop liking you 
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no matter what you’d done. That's the way I am. Maybe 

it’s wrong.” . j - 

“Nothing you do is wrong, he said. Tfoure good. 

Her arms relaxed and she clasped her hands in hCT 
lap. But her head remained against his heart and his 
arms were close about her. Eyes shut, she ask^m a 
hurt voice, “Are you still in love with her, Jackr 
At no matter what cost. Jack knew, he had to answer 
truthfully-or ebe he would never again know a trum 
from a falsehood. He would spend the rest of his life 
in die heU of confusion he had known for die Past few 
weeks. “You’re the one I’d rather be widi ” he said, ^ut 
at night when she comes home and we make love-” He 
looked at the floor. “I owe her something. She’s my wife.” 

In a small voice, Girmy asked, “Is she good in bed, 
Jack?” 

“She’s good in bed,” he echoed,, confessing what 
seemed a finality. He had no other future but to go to 
bed with Babs. 

Girmy doubled her fists and gave Babs’ picture a 
female look of hostility. “You know what I think. Jack. I 
think Babs Is a bad woman. You’d never been to bed with 
a girl befora She seduced you and got you so up 

you haven’t thought straight since. She didn’t give a 
hang about hurting you or her husband. AU she wmted 
was pleasure. If she really cared for you now shed be 
worried about your schooling instead of how to pay for 
this expensive apartment and driving a big car." 

“Stop it," he pleaded. Her words were unbearable. 
They meant he had thrown his life away before he was 
nineteen, for the sake of a soft body and a series of 
sensuous thrills. 

Girmy put her palms against his cheeks, turning his 
face so his eyes met hers. He recognized her look and 
was instantly frightened for her. 

He had worn that egression himself, had felt the 
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emotion it spoke of, when he first fell in love with Babs. 

In some heartbreaking headstrong way, was Ginny 
also intent on throwing her life away? 

Raptly, she pressed her lips to his. Her arms slid 
around hiim. Her little body was warm and close. “Jack,” 
she whispered, ‘*make love to me, right now ” 

The storm within him threatened to tear him apart 
You re paradise lost, he thought 

“Nice girls can be fun in bed too. Jack,"" she insisted, 
suddenly sounding like a little girl teasing for a present— 
a sexy little girl— “What’s the matter? Don’t you want 
me?” 

He told her, “You re crazy, Ginny. A girl like you 
ought to save herself for the guy she marries—*’ 

“No,” she corrected him. “For the guy she loves. The 
guy she’s willing to fight for ” She stood up and took 
his hand. “Let’s go to the bedroom. Jack.” 

He came to his feet, at once awake and dreaming, 
spinning on a merry-go-round of emotion. She look^ 
sweet, young, vulnerable, insanely bravet Her eyes were 
naked with surrender and somediing else—dedication? 

He managed, “We can’t go in Ae bedroom. That’s 
where I sleep with Babs ” 

“That’s where I want you making love to me. You’ve 
never had another girl. Jack. That’s why Babs has such 
a hold on you. Maybe if you do, you’ll be your own 
man again. And the best place to find out is the bed you 
share with Babs.” 

Even while he protested and his conscience felt like 
a physical hurt, he knew there was no escape. They 
went to the bedroom together. They kissed. 

With Babs, Jack had felt stupid and inexperienced. 
Babs had been the teacher, he the pupil. Now the 
situation was reversed. He felt ten years older and wiser 
in the art of making love than the teenage girl in his 
arms. 
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He had learned from Babs many ways to sxome a 
woman. He remembered them aU as he and Ginny lay 
across the double bed. He opened the top buttons of 

^^k?^^eathing hard, trembling half with fright, 
half with the excitement of her first love. 

Her hard little breasts were covered by a white lace 
bra. He had had plenty of practice removing a woman s 
bra. He touched the delicate blue-veined flesh max- 
velingly and Idssed the pinh circles. She gasped. 

He helped her remove the dress, gently, experUy, 
slowly. She lay back, a soft, pink blush of shame on nest 

cheeks, as he saw her naked body. 

“You have to teach me. Jack,” she said in a tmy voice. 
He took her into his arms and gave her the lesson 


she wanted. 

Confusedly, he missed the intoxication of making love 
with Babs. But Ginny s very innocence was a mystery 
and a promise that wrench^ what must be his soul. 

Later that night, when he took Ginny home, she stayed 
quietly close to him, resting her head on his shoulders. 

“Was I all right. Jack?" she asked of him and of life. 
“Did you enjoy what happened?" 

“It was like being bom " he said, not knowing where 
in himself he found the words, 

“I loved it,” she said. ""It hurt. I wanted you to be 

the one who hurt me." 

They fell silent When they stopped at her house, she 
raised her face for his good-night kiss. Tm in love with 
you," she whispered. She left the car that Babs Duncan 
had salvaged out of a broken marriage and ran into her 
house. 

Jack drove home. He was still awake when Babs came 
in, but he kept his eyes closed and pretended to be 
asleep. He could not face her tonight. 
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B^S closed her register for the night. No cash was in¬ 
volved in hCT work. The club was operated on a charge- 
account basis. Babs’ job was to total and ring up the 
signed chits which the bartender or waiters brought her 
durin^e evening. She posted these in a ledger at closing 
time. The members were billed monthly. 

Carrying her chits in a paper folder, she went to her 
office &nd took out the dmly ledger. 

Mitch Raymond entered. He was one of the partners 
who owned the club. “Hi,” he greeted Babs. “How^d we 
do tonight?” 

“We had a good crowd all evening.” 

He picked up the stack of tickets, ffipped through them 
quickly without disturbing their order. “I'm glad bus- 
mess is picking up. It was lousy aU fall.” He sat on the 
edge of the desk. “And you keep looking prettier all the 
time.” 

Babs flushed with pleasure at the compliment. She 
knew she owed her job to Mitch. He had interviewed her 
when she first applied for the job and there had been a 
gleam of interest in his eyes as he looked her over. 

In spite of herself, Babs had felt an inward glow at 
Mitch's obvious approval. No matter how much a woman 
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loved her husband-and Babs loved Ja^ of course^ 
Mitch v^as a man who could go to her head. 

He was in his mid-thirties and over six feet ^ere 
was a dashing streak of gray at his temples. He had a 
golfer's healthy tan. His body was lean and ^ 

brown eyes sharp. He spoke with a soft drawl and a 

^iStle, as she worked at the dub. 
that Mitch had an interest in a number of ^ 

nesses in the city. He was never at the club f^ bme al¬ 
though he dropped in every evenmg to see how ^gs 
were going. The actual running of the dub was left to 
the manageij a well-paid employee- 

Babs had been working for less than a week wh^ 
Mitch Raymond offered her a weekend hohday on his 

cabin cruiser in the Gulf, 

'‘But Tm married " she bad exclaimed. 

To which he had grinningly repUed, “Congratulations. 

Now, how about this weekend?” , r- i. 

By remaining gay and charming, he had made his franK 
proposition sound like a flattering joke. But she stm^ew, 
from the way his gaze roamed over her legs and ngure, 

that he was in earnest , ..«l 

He had cheerfully continued to court her. There w^e 
always flowers in her office when she came to work. He 
never dropped in at the dub without telling her, at least 

once, how attractive she was. ^ 

She found herself looking forward to seeing him. From 
talk that she heard around the dub, she gathered that 
Mitch was considered the dty’s most eligible bachelor—if 
only some girl had the luck and wit to catch 1^. 
bachelorhood, of course, was of no interest to Babs, who 
already had a husband. But his adult poise and humor 
answered a real need in her life. After the club dosed for 
the evenmg she could talk to Mitch about things that did 
not interest Jack—art, politics, people. 



126 


BOY-LOVER 

Tonight as he watched her dose the ledger, he did not 
speak of culture, however. His topic was the weather. 

the reports forecast a warm sunny weekend, Babs. 
You'd love being out in the Gulf. Let me take you awav 
from all thisf^ ^ 

She laughed “Mitch, believe me, if I wanted an affair, 
you’d be the man. But my husband satisfies me. I’m in 
love with him. I’m afraid." She felt confident and guilt¬ 
less. This was Friday night Her first paycheck was in her 
purse. 

"whoever your husband is, he doesn’t deserve you," 
Mitch said dryly. 


On Saturday morning Babs cashed the paycheck. She 
sent a money order to Shirley Landrum, repaying her 
loan, and met some utility bills that were two months 
overdue. She bought a week’s supply of groceries and 
still had money left. The brief glow that she felt was 
marred when she thought of Jack. Lately, he had seemed 
growingly restless and out of reach. 

He did not have a wrist watch, she knew. She stopped 
at a jewelers, merely intending to browse. Before she left, 
she had spent the rest of her pay on an expensive 
watch, self-winding, shock-and-water-proof, in a stain¬ 
less steel case. She disliked being broke again hut the 
watch would make Jack happy and that was important. 

They both had Sunday off, the one day of the week 
they could plan to spend together. Typically Gulf Coast 
weather could warm to near-summer temperatures be- 
^een northers. This weekend, Babs decided, would be 
ideal for a picnia 

They drove out early Sunday, taking along fried 
chicken and potatoes to bake in foil under a driftwood 
fire. Babs had gift-wrapped the watch and hidden it 
among the picaiic supplies. 
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Tack’s mood was glum when they started. He bright- 
ened as they drove. After they crossed the causeway he 

exclaimed, “Hey, this is great. 

He stopped the car on hard-packed sand new *e 
water’s edge. The white dunes were daz^g, the Gulf a 
Slue-green. Surf rolled on the beach in break- 
ers. Gulls circled above. Tiny sandmlings raced on sp^ 
dlv legs. Skimmers flew down and gUded over the shallow 

wlter, their bills cutting the surface. 'T 

life, mfritiing its own business. Babs and Jack wme th 

only humans pr6sent* , . 

Tack peeled off his clothes and got into his swmui^g 
trunks. The day was not warm enough to swim (^ort- 
ably, but perfect for sunbathing and bea^combing. 

Babs carried the picnic basket to the dunes. She 
stripped. For a moment she stood naked m the suidi^t, 
throwing back her head, stretching her iMgnifi^nt body, 
fiUmg her lungs with the fresh salty air. Then she shpped 
on her forty-five dollar swimsuit 

Jack gathered driftwood and started a fire while Bate 
wrapped potatoes in foil and put them to bake in the 
heated sand. 

She opened a bottle of wine, fiUed two paper cups and 
handed one to Jack. “Having fun, sweet baby?” she 
asked. 

1 sure am. This is a swell day.* 

He stretched out on the sand, resting greedily after a 
strenuous week. Bate’ gaze roamed over his strong 1^, 
deep chest and muscular shoulders. Desire came over her 
like a crashing wave. They had not made love for more 
than a week. She was starved for Jack. 

She handed him her gift. 

He pulled the small package open and saw the watch. 

He was speechless. 

"Do you like it?” she asked anxiously. 

“Gosh, yes," he exclaimed. He slipped the expansion 
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band over his hand, turned his wrist from side to side 
g^g at the new watch. Sunlight danced like fire on 
the gleanung steel case. “How the heck could you afford 
something like this? I thought we were poor." 

? a payday yesterday," she said proudly. “I paid 
a lot of bills. When I saw the watch, I couldn’t resist 
buying you a present. Do you reaUy like it. Jack?” 

T c^’t get ovar it.” he said. “I never had a nice watch 
before. He kissed her. 

The ^ch of his mouth seemed to send a spear of 
W through her body, She pulled him close. 

:nie kiss gr^ more passionate. The warm sand cradled 
their close embrace. Babs rubbed her bare legs spasmodi¬ 
cally against his. 

n wa^ you," she gasped. “Right now, honey." 
“Here?" He raised his head. Fleetingly. he looked 
grown-up and troubled. “Gee, somebody’s liable to come 
along and see us." 

Behind the dune, then.” 

She jumped to her feet and ran. Her hair flew in the 
wmd as Jac* chased her across the warm loose sand. She 
Hugh^ a happy exdted sound that the sea breeze tore 
from her lips and scattered among the dunes. 

caught his prize. They 
rolled down the slope together in a shower of sand while 
ijabs squealed and giggled. 

She rose, dusted the sand from her legs and stripped 
off hCT sw^t to stand naked before him in the w^ 
tobe^ei^ *^obbed for his touch, her loins ached 

She saw the look of hunger In his eyes-ihen he caught 
her rou^y ^d they sprawled on the sand. Babs was 
<h^ from the wine, the salt air. She felt wildly exhila¬ 
rated. They rolled and clutched each other in uncontroUa- 
We passion. 

Finally, exhausted and panting, both of them glisten- 
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ing witb perspiration, they rested in the 
Sy can maS love like you, Ba^.' Jack .a^ NoM^ 
cL fnVkW sand from ber denched fist to ms coesc, 
w“httreS>Vou woddn’. know. YouVe never 

made love with anybody else. 

He looked up at a sea gull and did not reply. 

The city and its weekdays were far away. 

That night when they came home from a day to die 
salt air all Babs wanted was sleep. But after » 

SwTr’aud putting on pai.n.ar. u^o a Me 

Straightening and cleaning around the 
pickS up a couch cushion, meaning to fluff it 
5,6 cushion had been, she saw a ® ““P®**"** ^ 
she thought, one of her ovm. She picked up the compact 
and felt a sudden, tight drumming to her temples. Jack, 
she called sharply. 

He came from the bathroom m his pajama bottoms, 
drying his damp hair. “Want somethtogr 

She held up the compact. “Who owns f ^ 

He stopped toweling his bead. She thought a gudty 
flush might have crossed his face. But his voi^ funded 
innocent. “Gosh, I don’t know. I guess somebody dropped 

it ** 

“It’s perfectly obvious somebody dropped it,” she said 
bittogly. “What I want to know is whor 
“How should I know?" 

“It’s not one of mine,” she said, "and I haven t had any 
friends over.” She was beginning to tremble. A haze of 
rage was fllmtog her vision. “Jack, have you had a girl 

here?” «t t.. ( 

“Sure.” He was glaring right back at her. Lots ot 

For a moment her mouth worked but she could not 
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W “ "Wxt do you u.eau, 

1 mean I lave Iota of hds over here In the evening 
Some boys, some are girls. They come in harm. 
you know." ^ vaneties, 

;;Don-t you get smart with me.” she cried. 

^TJou D^er told me you were having parties.” 

evening? Sit here 

and twiddle my thumbs?” * ‘ 

There was a short, sick silence. Them Babs screeched. 

delinquents throwing wild 
partes here when I'm away working. I forbid it ” 

aaW aowr 

“You heard me. How do I know what you'll do with 
one of those Httle teenage tramps?” ^ “ 

tr^,^^^f S ^ delinquents and 

uW ^ k® anything. I'll do what I damn 

^ease. And how about that joint you work in? How do I 

W youre nm sleeping every night with the guys that 
hang around there?” ® ^ 

Babs was hysterical with fury. “Damn you. Tack Ham- 
mond you re nothing but a spoiled brat" She threw the 

oomprn at him. It missed Jack’s head by inches and 
smashed against a wall. 

He pulled off the wrist watch she had given him that 
he^i "Keep^our^seot,” 

He went to the bedroom and slammed the door 
Babs stood alone, her body shaking violently. She 
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burst into tears and fell to her loiees. Face buried in her 
hands, she cried until her throat was raw. 

After a long time, Jack came out of the bedr^. He 
tf.. doc,, m fa» waa .ad aad sober. 

“Babs,” he asked her, dont cry. 

She shook with sobs. 

He ran his fingers through his hair. ™ 

edge. “Look, stop crying, will you? Please? I have to grt 
soL sleep. You don’t Uve to go to work until tomorrow 
night. I'm due at seven.” 

But she could not stop. t,. ™ 

He sat on the floor beside her and tried to put his ^ 
around her. She pulled away. Tears trickled between her 

^He pleaded. “Babs, I’m sorry I said those lousy tl^gs. 
Don’t cry any more, wfll you? I don’t like you to 
This time she let his arm remain around her. He tnea 
to kiss her. She turned her face away. He put his fingers 
under her chin, turned her head and pressed his mouth on 

hers. Her lips were unyielding. 

He moved a cushion to the floor and pressed her shoiri- 
ders against it. He lay beside her, stroking her hair, un 
her sobs were quiet He unbuttoned her pajama top, 
caressed and kissed her breasts. When his lips touched 

hers again, he felt her response. . i» i, 

“I can’t bear to think of you having anothCT girl, she 

whispered, "I love you so, sweet baby." 

They kissed again and soon settled the argument 
one way they knew. 'They were completely compatible 

in one respect—sac- ^ * 

They slept on the mg imtil monmig in each others 


arms- 
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DURING the following week, Babs made mistakes in 
totting chits. She could not balance her books. 

Hey, wWs bothering you, beautiful?” Mitch Rav- 
“I Aougbt you would be a girl who never 
goof^ Fr^ Cleighton jumped all over me about a 
imstake in his ticket. He's a good customer, honey.” 

She pressed her fingers against her throbbing tem- 

■ j ™ ^ SO* something on my 

mmd. She was on the verge of tears. 

T^ey were in the office. The bar had closed for the 
mght. As usu^ Mitch was sitting on her desk. He put 
^ finger under her chin, made her look up and face 
bim. Come on. Tell Uncle Mitch.” 

She blinked back her tears. “It isn’t anything, Mitch. 
Just—well, a family matter” 

He raised an eyebrow. “Trouble at home, eh?” 

I guess so,” she admitted. 

“W^t me to poke your husband in the snoot?" he 
offered cheerfully. 

He made hCT smile in spite of herself. “I don’t thfal- 
that would help. Thanks just the same.” 

“^on’t forget I’m a patient guy. I’ve been patiently 
wmtmg for you to give me a tumble. Any time things 
get rough at home, remember you’ve got a friend.” 

132 
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TH remember that” She gave his hand a squeeze, 
“Did anybody ever tell you you’re a nice guy, Mr. Ray- 

lots of people” He grinned. “But Td rather 
hear it from you.** 

Overnight it seemed that Babs and Jack were con^ 
standy bickering. She had been eaten by jealousy and 
insecurity since she found the compact She felt positive 
Tack was involved with a girl in the teenage crowd he 
had met Her thoughts were poisoned by ugly mental 

pictures. . ^ 

Had she been afraid from the first that he might tire 
of her and turn to a younger girl? She could not have 
said for sure. She only knew that she had found evi¬ 
dence to that effect and that she was suffering tortures 
she would not have believed possible. 

She refused to leave the car at hcane in the evening 
any more. They had a violent argument about tbe matter 
but Babs would not give in. 

She considered quitting her job so sbe could keep a 
better eye on Jack. But Mitch Raymond had raised her 
salary to three hundred a month. She and Jack were in 
such straits for money that she could not afford to quit 
and take a chance on finding daytime work. 

She tried to keep track of Jack by phoning home 
several times an evening. If he did not answer, she 
would later demand an account of where he had been. 

Jack, resentful and sullen at her new wave of posses¬ 
siveness, would tell her, as often as not, to think what 
she damn pleased. 

Thursday night, on an Impulse, she obtained permis¬ 
sion from Mitch to leave the dub for a quick trip home. 
Jack would not expect her until after midnight A sur¬ 
prise check might trap him. 

The apartment was dark when she drove up. She sat 
outside for a moment nervously drumming her fingers 
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on the steering wheel, on the verge of backing out. She 
noticed a strange car parked in the shadows their 
apartment unit 

She had a curious feeling diat Shirley Landrum was 
trying to tell her something in a disembodied voice. 
Dont go in there, Bobs, Shirley's voice seemed silently 
to warn her. Admit you’re licked and take it like a lady. 
But Babs left her car, drew a deep breath and let hCT- 
self into her own darkened apartment 

She heard a gasp and quick scrambling movement 
Her hand groped, found the wall switch. Light flooded 
the room* 

Jack had jumped from the couch. The girl was still 
there. She was young, a pretty blonde. Her dress and 
shoes were on die floor. She had her panties on and was 
fastening her bra. Her face was pale with shock. 

Babs swayed. She swallowed hard, trying not to be 
sick. 

Jack looked from Babs to tiie girl and back to Babs. 
He ran his fingers through his hair and did not speak. 

Babs began crying. The tears were silent 

The girl got her bra closed. She slipped into her dress 
and stood up to buckle her belt 

Babs found her voice. “Get out of here you little 
bitch,” she said. 

The girl's eyes were bri^t and defiant "I want Jack," 
she said. "I’m good for him. But if he stays with you. 
you’ll ruin his life.” 

^Get out,” Babs repeated. 

"You’re an experienced, beautiful woman," the girl 
said doggedly. “Jack’s just a boy. You tricked him into 
marrying you. He didn’t know what he was drying just 
look at you. What business did you have marrying a boy 
Jack’s age?” 

Babs was near the breaking point She took a step 
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toward the girl, hating the pretty young face, wanting to 
claw away the youth and freshness. 

Jack grabbed the blond gfrl's ami* "'Come on, Ginny,” 
he said in a clear voice, ^"We'd both better get out” 
"Jack, dont you dare leave,” Babs choked* 

They left, not looking at Babs, 

"AH right, get out of here with your teenage tramp,” 
Babs screamed after him, "^And don’t come back, you 
hear? Don't ever come back, I never want to see you 
again. I’m sick of you* I despise you—” 

A car door slammed outside, Babs could not stop 
screaming, even though they were gone. Then her knees 
gave way. She knew she was going to faint 

She came to herself slowly, feeling nauseated and 
dizzy. Dragging herself to her feet, she stumbled to 
the kitchen and poured a glass half full of straight 
scotch. The drink burned like fire down her throat. She 
choked and coughed, her weeping so out of control that 
she was blind. Somehow she found her way out of the 
apartment and into her parked CadiHaa 
Briefly, she pressed her forehead against the steering 
wheel, moaning and crying, as though the contact had 
meaning. She started the car and drove like a crazy 
person, not caring if she were kiDed, 

She had no idea of destination. Unless she kept mov¬ 
ing she would have to start screaming again and her 
mind would snap. 

Through her mental fog, she became aware of a 
lighted public telephone ahead. She swerved toward it, 
stopped with a screech of brakes. 

She clawed through her purse, found two nickels. She 
fumbled the coins into the slot and dialed the dub 
number. A bartender answered and she asked for Mitch¬ 
ell Raymond. She could hear the clink of glasses and 
the sound of music. Then Mitch said, "Hello ” 



136 BOY-LOVER 

“Mitch,'' she managed. She tried to say more, but 
could not fonn the words. She was sobbing again. 

His voice showed instant concern. TBabs? Is that you?" 
“Yes," she said brokenly, 

“Listen carefuUy, Where are you?" 

She pressed her forehead against the phone, her eyes 
closed. “I don't know, Mitch. In a phone booth some¬ 
where, Oh, Mitch, please help me—" 

Tm going to, dear. Pull yourself together and tell me 
where you are. Are you calling from a drug store or 
a filling station?" 

“No, A booth on a street" She wiped the tem^s from 
her eyes with the back of her hand and turned her head, 
“The library is on one comer—" 

“All right," he said quickly, “I know where you are. 
Go sit in your car quietly until I come. Don't try to 
drive. You understand me, Babs?" 

“Yes," she said in what sounded like a whimper. 

She went back to her car and collapsed in the front 
seat, clutching the steering wheel till the skin was white 
on her knuckles. 

A foreign sports car came to a stop behind her and 
Mitch stepped out He walked toward her quickly. His 
gold cuff links gleamed in the street lights. 

She said his name and got out of her car. Her teeth 
were chattering. She was shaking all over. 

He slapped her so hard she saw sparks of light She 
gasped, sucking air into her startled lungs. 

*Tm sorry, Babs," he stated. T had to bring you 
around. You're in a state of shock" 

She leaned against him, holding to him for strength. 
“Mitch, help me" she whispered. 

His arms were strong, protective. He led her to his car. 
She was aware of resting her head against his shoul¬ 
der, of the fact that they were moving and, later, that 
he had parked again. He helped her out She heard the 



BOY-LOVER 137 

lapping of waves against pilings, felt a swaying gang^ 
plank under her feet Then they were in a warm, lighted 
cabim Somewhere nearby, powerful engines throbbei 
Mitch brought her a drink* "TTou need tins * 

She downed the drink quickly and Mitch brought her 
another. “Mind if I get a Btde tightF* die asked. 

•^o. Td recommend it * 

She was getting over the first wave of shock and the 
alcohol was forming a ciishioii for her nerves* “I just 
found my husband at home with a girl,” she e^Iained 
with a shdcy smile. 

“Tm sorry, Babs. These things happen * 

“I guessed something was going on. I decided tonight 
to check on Jac^” She took another swallow. “That was 
a mistake.” 

“Maybe not.” 

“Yes. I said terrible things- I told him never to come 

back.” 

“Do you want him back?” 

She pressed the cold glass against her throbbing tem- 
pla “I dotft know, Mctdi- I donT know anything, except 
I feel like helL” 

He filled her ^ass again. 

She smiled at him in gratitude. “YouVe being wonder¬ 
ful to me, Mitch. What would have become of me if I 
hadn’t been able to phone 3^00 tonightF* 

He looked at her soberly. “You can always call me, 
Babs. I love you. I want to help you ” 

He spoke as simply and directly as if he were stating 
a well-known fact or quoting a statistic. 

Babs stared, not knowing what to say. 

He told her, “Maybe you’d like to talk about what 
happened. Sometimes it helps to talk ” 

“Yes ” she said. She paused, hearing the slap of waves. 
“Where are we going, MitchF 
“Just into the Bay for a short distance to get away 
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from things. I have a man who runs the boat. It*s all 
right, Babs. You re all right here.” 

She sighed. “I feel all right, too. I always feel right 
when Fm with you, Mitch.” 

Mitch had never met Jack. Babs had never mentioned 
the fact that her husband was younger than she was. 
She knew from experience the raised eyebrows and 
look of distaste that came into people^s eyes when they 
discovered the nature of her marriage. 

Now she told Mitch everything. He was shocked, as 
she had expected. “I remember reading a newspaper 
story about a woman your age and a boy who was in 
his teens,” he said in amazement, “So it was you, Babs.” 

“I guess you think I’m pretty cheap.” 

He frowned. “Cheap? No. But foolish. Babs, you’re 
mature, intelligent. Did you really t hink your marriage 
to Jack would work?” 

She looked away. “Everybody warned me. My best 
friend. Jack s father—I wouldn’t listen. Maybe I couldn’t 
listen. I was too much in love for anything to make 
sense.” 

Her tongue was growing thick. Relaxed by alcohol, 
she felt exhausted, a reaction to shock. 

“Mitch,” she said, “I’m getting drunk. I think I’d 
better go to bed somewhere.” 

She stood up, swaying with the movement of die 
boat. 

He steadied her with his hands on her elbows. “Babs, 
whenever you need someone, don’t forget I’m crazy 
about you.” 

“Even after I told you about myself?” 

“You’re human. One of the reasons I love you ” 

She shook her head in wonder* “You’re a terrific guy, 
Mitch.” 

He kissed her for the first time. 

After that he showed her where the sleeping quarters 
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were. “This is your room, fll be next door if you need 

She stumbled into the tiny cabin, took off her dress 
and fell across the bunk wearing only a slip. She was 

instantly asleep. » n . u 

During the ni^t she awoke with a start. At first she 
could not remember where she was. Memory retomed 
with the boat’s rocking motion and the muffled slap or 
the waves. Grief and anger threatened her once more. 

She lay in the darkness, heart pounding, fists clenched, 
torturing herself with mental pictures of Jack and die 
young blond girl making love. She forced herself to 
think of all the sickening details. She had to stuff a 
comer of the pillow in her mouth to keep from scream¬ 
ing aloud. 

A wave of hatred engulfed her. She wanted revenge 
on Jack. Also she needed the comfort of a man’s arms 
around her. She was still a little drunk. 

She got out of her bunk, walked in stocking feel to 
Mitch’s cabin door and pushed it open. “Mitch?" she 
said softly. 

Either he had been awake or he was a light sleeper. 
He answered her almost immediately. 

“Don’t put on die light,” she said. She slipped undw 
the cover beside him. Barely moving, he held her until 
she stopped shivering. She huddled against hhn. I need 
for you to love me tonight,” she said. "Please, love me 
a lot" 

Even as she felt his weight, felt him taking her, she 
knew that with Mitch she would find pleasure—not 
ecstasy. Being with Mitch made sense—Shirley Landrum 
might approve. Being with Jack had made her take 
leave of sense. 
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JACK at wheel of 01110/8 car, with Ginny silent 
b«ide him They had driven for hours, going nowhere. 
She was still subdued and perhaps ashamed. * 

sorry you got dragged into this mess,“ Jack said 
at one point. 

She sigh^. T should never have gone to your apart¬ 
ment tom^t. I guess. But I'm in love with you. I couldn’t 
stay away. 

He reached for her hand. They were silent again. Not 

for the first time that evening, Jack turned toward her 
nome. 

]]Wjmt me to drop you off at your place?" she asked. 

whffe" * ^ ™ 

He pulled into her drive and stopped the car. “What 
are we going to do, Ginny?” he asked. 

She angered slowly. T think the question is what will 
you do. Jack. You have to choose between Babs and me 

^ "ow.” She squeezed 

ius hand. “I^ be your girl, or your wife if you want to 

ma^ me. I d work and help you get your college degree 
and cook and have your children. But only if you want 
me more than you want Babs.” ^ 

140 y 
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"You mean you won’t see me any more if I stay with 
Babs?” 

Her voice was soft and sure. “I can’t. Jack. It was 
wrong for me to be with you tonight. I shovdd have quit 
when you told me you were married—I don’t know how 
to compete with anyone like Babs. I can see why you 
don’t wMit to ^ve her up-” 

He looked at her with troubled eyes. “You’re decent, 
Ginny. I need you. But if I leave Babs now, what will 
Uiat maVfi me? She loused up her marriage for me. Sup¬ 
pose she goes on the bum because this marriage breaks 
up> too ” 

Ginny drew a deep breath and reached for her door 
handle. “Ill be here, Jack-if you want me. But you can't 
have us both. I have to hold onto that* 

She left the car and ran into her house. 

Jack found himself walking aimlessly along dark side* 
walks. 

What did he feel for Babs? Toni^t, when she caught 
him with Ginny, the look of shock and grief that mossed 
her face had gone through him like a knife. 

When she had ordered him to stay, he had defiantly 
walked out Why? Because he had to prove his adult¬ 
hood? Was his husbandly oonoera for Babs no naore than 
another effort to prove he was a man—how phony was 
he? 

With Ginny he never had to prove anything. She auto¬ 
matically looked up to him and respected him. 

With Babs there was always conflict, a struggle to see 
who was boss. She could not stop treating him like a kid 
—a pupil at life, at love. 

But in spite of their constant ugly rows, Babs was his 
wife—the woman he lived with, 

His footsteps turned homeward. 

The apartment lights were on. The front door had been 
left unlocked. Babs’ car was gone. He searched the apart* 
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nicnt for a note, for some evidence of where she had gone. 
There was nothing* 

Jack felt a growing tin easiness. The hour was long past 
m id ni g ht . He phoned the club where she worked. There 
was no answer. The place was closed. 

He was filled with sickening apprehension. He wmt 
to their room and looked through Babs things. She had 
taken no suitcase or clothing. 

‘^She'll be back,^ he said out loud. 

He changed into pajamas and went to bed. He could 
not sleep. He had grown accustomed to Babs’ warm body 
snuggled close at night. The bed felt lonely and strange. 

He felt he had lost everything. The boyhood home he 
had left, the wild new home he had made with a fiame- 
haired beautiful woman, Ginny’s love, his own respect for 
himself. 

His treacherous body started lusting for Babs. 

Tormented, he tossed for horns before sleep came. He 
woke feeling terrible, phoned Holland and reported that 
be was in no shape to show up for work. Then he wan¬ 
dered aroimd the apartment, wondering if he ought to 
call the police or the hospital, desperately wishing he 
were not alone. 

He had never felt more alone in his life. 


When Babs awoke, Mitch had already dressed and 
gone on deck, Babs repaired her face and hair, slipped in¬ 
to her dress and joined Mitch on the cruiser deck. The sea 
air was spiked with the fragrance of strong coffee. 

^tch greeted her, “Here, youH probably need these. 
Bright this morning.*' He gave her a pair of sunglasses. 

She thanked him, Mitch was dressed in comfortable 
slacks, sweater and yacht cap. His teeth flashed around 
his pipe stem when he smiled. 

The water was calm and blue, the morning air cooL 



BOY-LOVER 143 

Babs shivered a little and Mitch, noticing her discomfort 
at ODce, helped her into one of his old jackets, then 
poured her a cup of coffee. Gratefully, she sipped the 

scalding liquid, 

“Hangover?" he asked. 

She lit her dgaiette. “No,” she replied firmly. At 
least, not from drinking.” 

“Any regrets?” ,,,, 

“Maybe a few. I want to be honest with you, Mitch. 
She looked across the water. They were so far out in the 
Bay, the shore was a smudge on the horizon. “I^s peac^ 
ful here,” she murmured. “I wish we could stay forever. 

“That would be running away,” 

She sighed. “You’re right, of course.” She touched his 
hand. “You're usually right about things.” 

He took his pipe from between his teeth, studying 
her face in die morning light “You’re beautiful, Babs. 
Even in the morning without make-up, you’re the most 
beautiful woman IVe ever known ” 

She smiled wanly. “You’re kind. But I’m wearing make¬ 
up.” 

“I saw you earlier, while you were still asleep. I 
watched after I woke up.” 

She blushed, her gaze faltering. “I behaved like a 
tramp last night, Mitch. How cheap you must think I 
am.” 

“I don't think anything of the sort**' He held her hand 
tighter, ‘‘Last night I told you I love you* 1 meant what I 
said." 

His words brought her back to the warmth and the 
torment of reality. The city might be miles away, but 
beside her was a human being with whom she was sud¬ 
denly deeply involved. And within her was another be¬ 
ing who had twice betrayed marriage. 

want you to marry me, Babs. Do you understand?" 

She looked up, her eyes clear, “Mitch," she said, “I'm 
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not sure you deserve me. Have you ever killed anyone 
or robbed a bank?” 

He did not relinquish her hand. She could feel his 
vitality surging up her arm like an electric current. “I 
won't have you ^ like that ” he said. "Your marriage 
with this boy can’t possibly last, could never have lasted. 
I think deep down you know that but won’t admit it.” 

She had an impulse to cry but no tears came. "Mitdi, 
I don’t like myself today. Part of me wants him~part of 
me is worried sick about Jack. Right now. I’m not only 
his woman— she used the word deliberately instead of 
wife— Tm also the only adult remaining in his life. How 
can I simply drop him^ 

The sky was clear and the sun was bright and she 
could see far down in the water’s green depths. Too beau¬ 
tiful a morning for sadness—yet she was sad. 

Mitch said, ”1*11 give you time to make a decision, 
Babs. All the time you need." But at last he dropped her 
hand. 

The memory (rf Jack and Girmy together came back 
to her. For a split second she was literally blind with 
jealousy, seeing only blackness where before there had 
been green water. 

Maybe she had better change her life before 
one was killed. 


some- 



EARLY in the aftemcion, when Jack heard BaKs car pul 
into their drive, his first reaction was vast, almost cosmic 
relief, foUowed immediately by anger. 

When she walked into die place, he was facing the 
door and waiting. "Just where in hel have you beenr 
be demanded. 

She shrugged and started around him to the bedroom. 
He grabbed her arm, spun her around. He was tearful 
with anger. "I asked you a question,” he said 

She shook free of his grasp, "After the stunt you puled 
last night, you look pretty sily playing the outraged 
husband. Jack ” 

They were glaring at each other. "I guess you de¬ 
cided to get even?” Jack said carefully. 

“Maybe ” She moved down the hall to the bedroom. 

Jack folowed her, stood in the doorway. “Where did 
you spend the night?” 

She went to the closet, took some dresses out, laid 
them on the bed She said nothing. 

A cold wind seemed to blow through his spirit, "What 
do you think you're doing?” he asked in a ^aky voice. 

“Tm packing. What does it look hke?'' 

“You're going to walk out on me, just because you 
caught me necking with Ginny last night?” 

145 
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stretching the point to call it necldng. Jack. 
More than that, I’m facing the fact that our marriage 
won t work." ^ 


Jack grabbed her and shook her violently. T want to 
taow where you were last night,” he shouted “Where 
did you get these kooky ideas?” 

Her auburn hair spilled over her face and shoulders. 
Fimously, she jerked free of his grasp and pushed her 
hair back. She cried, "AH right. I spent the nighf with 
another man, if you have to know " 

Jack took a backward step as if she had hit him. He 
stared at Babs with horror-filled eyes. Somebody else 
^d stripped her, touched her beautiful, naked body 
had felt the wnthing heat of her passion. 

A band ti^tened around his head until he felt his 
skull would pop. Through the drumming in his ears, he 
heard his own hoarse voice. “Who?" 

“My boss, Mitch Raymond. He’s not a child, he's a 
real man. He knows how to appreciate a woman. He 
wants to marry me, I think the idea’s a good one.” 

Jack wept His throat worked. He choked on a bitter, 
acid liquid tbat rose to his mouth. 

“Damn your lousy, cheating hide,” he gasped. Then 
he smashed her face with an insane blow of his flat 
hand. 


She screamed. He hit her again and she sprawled 
across the bed^ her dress pulling above her thighs. 

Jack stood over her, his mind at the mercy of primi¬ 
tive emotions. Sex and violence were equated in what 
rem^ed of his thinking. He grabbed her dress, ripped 
It. She fought him, kicking and clawing, but he beat 
her resi^ce down with fists. After tearing every shred 
of clothing from her body, be took her, wanting to de¬ 
grade and hurt her. 

When he rose, she buried her face in a piHow and 
screamed over and over. The pillow muted the sound. 
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Jack bticlded Ms trousers and ran from the apartment. 
He direw himself into her car. She had left the keys in 
the dashboard He backed out wildly, numing over a 
hedge. 

With a scream of rubber on pavement, he drove to the 
dub where she worked, running throu^ red lights and 
stop signs. At the dub door, he slammed to a stop and 
jumped out, leaving the door open. 

The dub was quiet and dark within, having apparent¬ 
ly just opened for the day. A bartender glanced up with 
a look of surprise from the glass he was polishing. 

Jack ran to the bar. “Where's the guy that runs this 
place, that Raymond?” 

The bartender frowned. “Look, fella, this is a private 
dub,'* 

Jack reached across the counter, grabbed a fistful of 
white coat Glasses spilled and crashed to the floor. 
With his free hand. Jack picked up a bottle by the necfc 

The bartender's face turned from pink to a sickly 
gray. He jabbed a finger toward a door- “There's his 
oflSoe.” 

Jack let go of the frightened man and strode to the 
office door. 

The man behind the office desk looked up with a 
frown. Jack dosed the door, settled Ms shoulders against 
it. “You Mitchell Raymond?" he asked. 

The m an rose, came toward him- He wore an ex¬ 
pensive, naiTOW-lapeled suit To Jack's way of thinking, 
he looked middle-aged, though lean and in fair shape. 
“Yes, I'm Mitchell Raymond- What do you want?” 

“I want you to stay away firom Babs, you lousy rat,* 
Jack said in a shaking voice. He was fighting to hold 
back his tears of jealous hurt. He'd sure make a fool of 
himself if he started bawling now. 

Raymond's expression changed from annoyance to 
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concern. “I see. You must be Jack." He lit a cigarette, 
gazed at Jack again. "Now listen, Jack—" 

“No, you listen," Jack choked, “If you mess wldi Babs 
again I'm going to kill you." 

The older man leaned against his desk, folding his 
arms. “Jack, cahn down. Let's talk sensibly.” 

“You’ve done enough talking, you lousy, sn enlriTig 
bastard. You’re trying to talk Babs into walking out on 
me." 

A flush of anger showed on Raymond's handsome 
face, but he kept control of his temper. “Jack, I love 
Babs, too. I was trying to talk some sense into her head.” 
“By busting up our marriage?” 

“Yes, because it won’t work.” 

“That’s none of your business.* 

I'm making it my business, Babs lost her head and 
so did you, But you two can't make a lifetinie deal out of 
this screwball setup. How about this girl your own ago 
that Babs tells me you're running around with? If you're 
so happy with Babs, why is there another girl? Wake 
up, Jack* 

Jack hated Raymond's guts. He hated the older man 
for his calm, steady voic«^ jse&assxaran He hated 
the guy for sta n d i ng there auttd\iTViffln|g Jack aware of his 
own insecurity- I >> 

*Damn you,* Jack bawl again. He 

doubled his fist and swung- 
But he was not lashin g uat at a man who had slept 
with his wife- 

He was blindly striking out at authority and success. 
He was making his final retort to adult knowledge of 
how to cope with life. 

He was strikuig at his own inadequacy and youth. 
Surprising, how quick an old guy like Raymond could 
move. When Jack's fist should have connected with 
Raymond, he was not there. 
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“Jack, stop it,* the older man said shajrply, “YouYe 
going to get nowhere but into trouble * 

Jack spun around, even more infuriated because he 
knew he was making a fool of himself. He swung again- 

This time the other man stepped inside the blow, 
grabbed Jack's arms and slammed him against the door- 
“Stop it now, you crazy kid,” Raymond ordered “How 
badly do you want to be hurt?* 

Jack blinked, momentarily dazed by his impact with 
the door- Who would have believed that a guy in his 
late thirties could be so agile? 

Jack crouched low and came in again, this time witii 

both fists. 

Raymond seemed to lose patience. His left fist moved 
in a flashing upp^ercut that caught Jack under the breast¬ 
bone, knocking the boy's wind out, doubling him over. 
The edge of Raymonds right hand made a vicious 
chopping blow. 

Many fists, it seemed to Jack, were coming at him 
from many different directions. He heard Raymond say 
•TTou asked for what you’re going to get. If I can’t talk it 
into you, maybe I can knock it into you." 

Jack realized that he was being cut to ribbons. A final 
bard uppercut sent him backward. His head struck the 
comer of the desk—and there was blackness. 


Jack stared up at a white blur that gradually became 
a white ceiling. 

AnothCT blur moved between him and the ceiling. He 
had to go through the difficult focusing process again. 
Finally the picture cleared and he saw Babs’ face. Her 
eyes were red from crying, 

“What’s going on?" he mtunbled. 

Her hand touched hds cheek. ‘Tou’re all right, Jack* 
You’re going to be all right" 
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"Sure,** he said thickly, “I been drunk or sometibing?” 

“No, honey. But theyVe given you shots for pain. They 
make you kind of dopey,** 

“Yeah? No kidding” He sure felt far out "Where am 
I?” he wanted to know, 

“In the hospital,* she told him. “Mitch had an ambu¬ 
lance bring you here. You remember the fight, honey?” 

Slowly, an inner blur cleared and be remembered 
everything, “That lousy bastard,” he mumbled. He tried 
to sit up. 

Babs held him down. She said firmly, "You’ve gotten 
yourself into enough trouble. Mitch feels terrible about 
what happened.” 

“Damn nice of him.” 

“You went over there and started a fight What did 
you expect him to do?” 

Jealousy, hurt pride and anger swelled up in Jack 
again. “How long have I been out?” he asked sullenly, 

"You had the fight with Mitch yesterday. Your head 
hit his desk and you have a mild concussion, Mitch is 
going to pay all your hospital bills, so you don’t have to 
worry about anything.” 

What a laugh, he thought bitterly. He had messed up 
his whole life, his marriage was on the rocks. He had 
lost a fight. And she said he had nothing to worry about 

“I guess you want a divorce now,” he said, “so you 
can marry ihe guy &at licked me ” 

“Honey, weH talk about it when you’re feeling better.” 

“I want to talk now ” 

She tried to blink the tears back but they spilled over 
her lashes. On the day he died, he thought, he lyould 
remember her by her tears. “Yes, Jack,” she whispered, 
“Dearest, we can’t stay married. Everything—everybody 
is against us. We don’t have a diance. WeTl go on hurt¬ 
ing each other, tearing each other to pieces until both 
our lives are shot. Just look at all the trouble IVe caused 
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you already. Tm sorry. Jack 1 guess we were both cra^ 
to think it could ever work"* 

Jack felt lousy. His head was throbbing. The sedatives 
no longer seemed to be worldug. 

Babs' hand was caressing his cheek. “Honey, you need 
a nice, sweet girl your age, somebody who has the same 
interests you do. YouYe young enough to start all over 
again. We both can ” 

Then she smiled through her tears. “As a matter of 
fact, somebody^s waiting outside to see you now.” 

Babs patted his shoulder, then disappeared. Jack 
closed his ^es for a while. The shots seemed to take 
over again, making him groggy and drunk. Without 
them, he probably would be bawling right this minute. 

He heard a soft voice say his name. He opened his 
eyes and got them focused again on a blond head and a 
pretty young face. 

“Ginnyr he marveled. 

She kissed him and pressed her dieek to his. Tve 
been so scared for you,” she breathed. 

Painfully, he moved his arm, put It around her. He"d 
be okay now, he knew. As long as Ginny was with him, 
he felt all right inside. 

"You're not going to leave?” he asked anxiously. 

“No, Jack, Ill stay right here as long as you want me 
to” 

He was still holding her hand when he dropped off to 
sleep again. In a way, he felt he was coming home and 
he had a sense of loss for the end of a great adventure. 

He knew that Babs would not come back. He would 
never see her again. 

He was wrong. He would meet her once more in a 
small, temporary universe that contained only the two 
of them. 
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ONE warm day the following year. Jack stood at a street 
com^, waiting for a li^t to change. He caught sight of 
a cream-cx>Iored Cadillac, a familiar auburn head 

Babs' eyes widened with recognition. Their gaze held 
across the distance. When the light changed, she pulled 
up to the curb, leaned over and opened the door. 

Automatically, he slid in beside her. He had not seen 
her since the day in court six months ago when their 
divorce was granted. He had often wondered how he 
would feel if he met her again. His gaze swept over the 
reddish gold hair, the beautiful features, the figure he 
knew so welL He felt as he always had felt—Babs was 
someone he wanted. The big difference was that he knew 
now with finality that she was not for him. 

She kept her brown eyes on traffic. The toe of her high- 
heeled pump moved from brake to accelerator. Her dress 
had slipped above one pink dimpled knee. 

Tlow^re you getting along, Jack?” she asked. 

“Fine. Tm getting along ^e.” 

‘‘Still working? I see you're carrying books.” 

"I wcffk only part time. Tm taking college courses in 
the afternoon. Next fall Til be studying full time if the 
draft doesn't get me first” 

She took her gaze from the traffic to glance at him for 
152 
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a moment "Thats good. Jack, I'm glad," She paused. 
“Are you happy with GinnyP' 

“Ginny is a wonderful girl, Babs, You and Mitch are 
married now, I guess " 

“Yes, we are" 

He turned silent. They were out of heavy traffic now, 
on the road that led to the causeway. 

“Are you in a hurry to go somewhere?” she asked, look¬ 
ing straight ahead, 

“I have about an hour" 

“Good. Maybe we can take a ride, I won't make you 
late.” 

“Okay,” he said. 

He watched the outskirts of town slip past, and stiD 
they did not speak She paid the toll at the causeway 
gate and continued until they reached a strip of lonely 
beach. Before them the blue-green Gulf stretched to a 
blurred horizon. He could see some far-off fishing boats. 
Behind them were ^ent dunes, white in the glare of 
sunshine, 

Babs removed her sunglasses, leaned back against 
her door. The wind blew strands of fire-gold hair against 
her pale cheek Her eyes were wide and dark A pulse 
was beating swiftly in her beautiful throat 

“Jack—” she whispered. 

There was a sudden surge of hot blood all through 
him, an emotional explosion that burned itself out in 
seconds. He said, “I won't touch you, Babs. We’d boRi 
be ruined ” 

She lay back, resting, her eyes closed, breathing hard. 
After a few minutes, she pulled herself together with 
a sigh. “That’s all I wanted to know,” she said, “There 
was really something between us. We weren’t both in¬ 
sane” 

“There was really something between us,” he agreed. 



T 


154 BOY-LOVER 

“Each of us was the other s impossible dream, maybe—** 
She lit a cigarette and stared tiirough the windshield 
at the distant line where sky and water merged* 

“Isn’t it a goofy world. Jack?*’ she asked huskily, “Why 
can the strongest kind of physical attraction hit two 
nice people who don’t have one otiier thing in com¬ 
mon? No matter what I ever feel for any other man, 
that part will never be like it was with you,” 

“I know,” Jack said. 

She started the car and took h im back to town. He got 
out on a street comer and watched her drive away. He 
knew he never would see her again. He knew the name 
of the chronic little pain that was lodged now in his spirit 
—adulthood. Adults were people who made tibe best 
of things and did not demand more. 

This was what he had wanted—to stop being a kid. 
He turned and marched off to his dass. 


The End 
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Bobs Qunean rose from 
her sunbathing^ fbunting 
her womon's body sensM- 
ousJy before him. He 
couldn't be more than 
eighteen. His hard, garage- 
mechanic's body lit fires 
deep within her. 

Jack had heard about 
women like her. He knew 
now that the con to fix her 
carwas an excuse. He stood 
there, just a few feet away 
from her, drinking in the 
golden glow of Jovelineis ' 
from the top of her flowing, 
flome-coJored hair... down 
...down,„to the lip of her 
Jaequered toenails. 

He knew he should get 
out but his judgment was 
no match for the fire of de- 
sire she lit in him. Before 
long this efghteen-year-old 
boy was her slave, addicted 
to strange lusts thot only 
her greater experience 
could satisfy. She made him 
her puppet of passion. 
There were no lengths to 
whith thi* woman would 
not go to heep this boy in 
her bed~and that included 
divorcing her rich husbond. 

WHAT KINO OT WOMAN 
SfEKS OUT YOUNG MEN 
OR BOYS FOR SATISFAC¬ 
TION HER OWN HUSBAND 
CAN'T GIVE HER? THIS 
BOOK GIVES A FEAR. 
lESStY FRANK AND HON¬ 
EST NEW INSIGHT INTO A 
SOCIAL PROBLEM MORE 
COMMON TODAY THAN 
IS GENERALLY REALIZED. 
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